SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 


VOLUME THE SECOND. 
a ! 


PARIS, 


THE FILLE DE CHAMBRE. 
HAT the old French of- 

ficer had delivered upon 
W travelling, bringin P. 
lonius's advice to his ſon, 

upon the ſame ſubject, 

into my head—and that 

bringing in Hamlet, and Hamlet the 
reſt of 1 works ſtopped 
at the Quai de Conti, in my return 

home, to purchaſe the whole ſet. 

The bookſeller ſaid he had not a ſet 

in the world,—* Comment! faid I; 
taking one up out of a ſet which lay 
upon the cqunter betwixt us — He ſaid, 
they were ſent him only to be got 
bound, and were to be ſent back to 


Verſailles in the morning to the Count 


de 3. 

— And does the Count de B“, 
ſaid I, read Shakeſpeare ?—* Cf 
© un eſprit fort,” — the bookſeller. 
He loves Engliſh books; and, what 
is more to his honour, Monſieur, 
© Joves the Engliſh too.'—" You ſpeak 
© this fo civilly,* ſaid I, that it is 

enough to oblige an Engliſhman to 
© Jay out a Jouis d'or or two at your 
© ſhop.'—-The bookſeller made a bow, 
and was going to ſay ſomething; when 
a young decent girl about twenty, who 
by her air and dreſs ſeemed to be fille 
de chambre to ſome devout woman of 
faſhion, came into the ſhop, and aſked 
for Les Egarements du Carur & de I Eſ- 
fru. the bookſeller gave her the book 


directly; ſhe pulled out a little green 
ſattin purſe run round with ribband of 
the ſame colour, and putting her finger 
and thumb into it, ſhe took out the 
money and paid for it. As I had no- 
thing more to ſtay me in the ſhop, we 
both walked out of the door together. 
— And what have you to do, my 
dear,“ ſaid I, © with The Wanderings 
* of the Heart, who ſcarce know yet 
© you have one; nor, till love has firſt 
© told you it, or ſome faithleſs ſhepherd 
© has made it ache, canſt thou ever be 
« ſureitis ſo. Le Dieu en guarde !* 


+ ſaid the girl. With reaſon,” ſaid I; 


* for if it is a good one, ttis pity it 
© ſhould be ſtolen; tis a little treafure 
© to thee, and gives a better air to your 
face, than if it was dreſſed out with 
4 pearls.* 

The young girl liſtened with a ſub- 
miſſive attention, holding her fattin 
purſe by it's ribband in her hand all the 
time. *Tis a very ſmall one, ſaid 
I, taking hold of the bottom of it. 
(ſhe held it towards me)—* and there 
is very little in it, my dear,” ſaid 
I; © but be but as good as thou art 
© handſome, and Heaven will fill it.“ 
I had a parcel of crowns in my hand to 
pay for Shakeſpeare z and as ſhe had let 
go the | pri entirely, I put a ſingle one 
in—and tying up the ribband in a bow 
knot, returned it to her. | 

The young girl made me more a 
_— curtſey than a _ _ 
one of thoſe quiet, thankful finkin 
where the ſpirit bows itſelf — 
body does no more than tell it. I ne- 

ver 
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Madame R., ſhe believed, expected 


ver gave ail grown my life which 
gave me half the pleaſure, 

My advice, my dear, would not 
© have been worth a pin to you, ſaid I, 
© if I had not given this along with it: 
© but now, when you ſee the crown, 
© you'll remember it—ſodon't, my dear, 
© Jay it out in ribbands. 

© Upon my word, Sir,* ſaid the girl, 
* earneſtly, I am incapable.* In ſay- 
ing/which, as is uſual in little bargains 
of honour, ſhe gave me her hand— 
© En werite, Monfieur, je mettrai cet 
argent apart,” ſaid ſhe. 

When a virtuous convention is made 
betwixt man and woman, it ſanctifies 
their molt private walks: fo, notwith- 
ſtanding it was duſky, yet as both our 


roads lay the ſame way, we made no 


ſcruple of walking along the Quai de 
Conti together. - 

She made me a ſecond curtſey in ſet- 

ting off—and before we got twenty 
yards from the door, as if the had not 
done enough before, ſhe made a ſort of 
a little ſtop to tell me again, ſhe thank- 
ed me. | 
It was a ſmall. tribute, I told her, 
which I could not avoid paying to vir- 
tue, and would not be miſtaken in the 
perſon I had been rendering it to for the 
the world“ But I ſee innocence, my 
« dear, in your face—and foul befal 
the man who ever lays a ſnare in it's 
< way!” a 


The girl ſeemed affected ſome way 
or other with what I ſaid—ſhe gave a 


low ſigh—1 found I was not empower- 
ed to inquire at all after it—ſo ſaid no- 
thing more till I got- to the corner of 
the Rue de Nevers, where we were to 
part. i 

— But is this the way, my dear, 
ſaid I, to the Hotel de Modene? She 
told me it was—or, that I might go by 
the Rue de Gueneguault, which was 
the next turn.— Then I'll go, my 
dear, by the Rue de. Gueneguault,* 
ſaid I, for two reaſons : firſt, I ſhall 


< pleaſe myſelf; and next, I ſhall give 


you the protection of my company as 
t far on your way as Ican. The girl 
was ſenſible I was civil-—and ſaid, ſhe 
wiſhed the Hotel de Modene was in the 
Rue de St. Pierre—* You live there? 
faid I, She told me ſhe was fille de 
chambre to Madame R. %. Good 
God l' ſaid I, * *tis the very lady for 
hom I have brought a letter from 


Amiens. The girl told me that 


A.. 


a ſtranger with a letter, and was im- 
patient to ſee him—ſo I defired the girl 
to preſent my compl:ments to Madame 
R., and ſay I would certainly wait 
upon her in the morning. 

We ſtood ftill at the corner of the 
Rue de Nevers whilſt this paſſed—We 


then ſtopped a moment whilſt ſhe dif- 
poſed of her Egarements du Cæur, &c. 


more commodiouſly than carrying them 
in her hand they were two volumes: ſo 
I held the ſecond for her whilſt ſhe put 


the firſt into her pocket; and then ſhe 


held her pocket, and I put in the other 
after it, 

It is ſweet to feel by what fine- 
ſpun threads our affections are drawn 


together. 
| We ſet off afreſn and, as ſhe took 
her third ſtep, the girl- put her hand 
within my arme—1I was juſt biddin 
her—but ſhe did it of herſelf with that 
undeliberating ſimplicity, which ſhew- 
ed it was out of. her head—that ſhe had 
never ſeen me before, For my own 
part; I felt the conviction of conſan- 
guinity ſo ſtrongly, that I could not 
help turning half round to look in her 
face, and ſee if I could trace out any 
thing in it of a family likeneſs—* Tut!” 
ſaid I, * are we not all relations ?” 
When we arrived at the turning up 
of the Rue de Gueneguault, I ſtopped 
to bid her adieu for good and all: the 
girl would thank me' again for -my 
company and kindneſs—S$he bid me 
adieu twice I repeated it as often; 
and ſo cordial was the parting between 
us, that had it happened any where 
elſe, I'm not fure but I ſhould have 


ſigned it with a kiſs of charity, as warm 


and holy as an apoſtle, | 
But in Paris, as none kils each other 


but the men—I did what amounted ta 


the ſame thing 


THE: PASSPORT. 
PARIS, | 
WY HEN I got got home to my 
| hotel, La Fleur told me I had 
been enquired after-by the lieutenant 


de police. The deuce take it!“ ſaid 


I, I know the reaſon. It is time 


the reader ſhould gow it, for in the. 


order of things in which, it happen 
it was omitted — not that it was po 
my 
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head; but that had I told it then, 

it might have been forgot now—and 
now is the time I want it. 54 
I had left London with ſo much pre- 
cipitation, that it never entered my 
mind that we were at war with France; 
and had reached Dover, and looked 
through my glaſs at the hills, beyond 
Boulogne, before the idea preſented it- 
ſelf; and with this in it's train, that 
there was no getting there without a 
E Go but to the end of a 
reet, I have a mortal averſion for re- 

- turning back no wiſer than I ſet out; 
and as this was one of the greateſt 
[efforts I had ever made for knowledge, 
I could leſs bear the thoughts of it; ſo 
hearing the Count De * * had hired 
the packet, I begged he would take me 
in his 2 The count had ſome little 
knowledge of me, ſo made little or no 
difficulty—only ſaid, his inclination to 


ſerve me could reach no farther than 


Calais, as he was to return by way of 
Bruſſels to Paris; however, when I had 
once paſſed there, I might get to Paris 
without interruption z but that in Paris 
I muſt make friends and ſhift for my- 
ſelf—* Let me go to Paris, Monſieur 
© Le Count, ſaid 1 and I ſhall do 
© yery well,” So 1 embarked, and never 
thought more of the matter. &t 

When 1s Fleur told me the Lieute- 
nant de Police bad been enquiring after 
me—the thing inftantly recurred—and 
by the time Fa Fleur had well told me, 
the maſter of the hotel came into m 
room to tell me the ſame thin with 
this addition to it, that my paſſport had 
been particularly aſked after. The 
maſter of the hotel concluded with ſay- 
ing, he hoped I had one Not I, faith !* 
| 7 bet VN 

The maſter of the hotel retired three 
ſteps from me, as from an infected per- 
ſon, as I declared this—and poor La 
Fleur advanced three ſteps towards me, 
and with that ſort of movement which a 

dul makes to ſuccour a diſtreſſed 
done — the fellow won my heart by it; 
and from that fingle trait, I knew his 
character as perfectly, and could rely 
upon it as firmly, as if he had ſerved 
me with fidelity for ſeven years. 

Mon Seigneur] cried the maſter of 
the hotel but recollecting himſelf 
as he made the exclamation, he in- 
ſtantly changed the tone of it——" If 
© Monſieur,” ſaid he, has not a paſſ- 
port; (afparement) in all likelikoo 


* 
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© he has friends in Paris who can pro- 
© cure him one. Not that I know of, 
quoth I, with an air of indifference, 
© Then, certes," replied he, © you'll be 
© ſent to the Baſtile, or the Chatelet, 
© au * — Poo!" faid I, * no 
King of France is a good-natur 

6 foul=—be'II hurt Ce = © Cela 
© nempeche pas,” ſaid he; you will 
© certainly be ſent to the Baſtile to- 
© morrow morning. But Ihave taken 
* your lodgings for a month, anſwered 
I, and Fl not quit them a day before 
© the time, for all the Kings of F 4 
in the world.“ La Fleur whiſpered i 
my ear—that nobody could oppoſe the 
King of France. 

© Pardi!” ſaid my hoſt, © ces Meſſieurs 
© Anglois ſont des gens tres extraordi- 
© naires!/'—and, having both ſaid and 


ſworn it, he went out. 


THE PASSPORT. 
THE HOTEL AT PARIS. 
I Could not find in my heart to tor« 
ture La Fleur with a ſerious look 


upon the ſubje& of 7 embarraſſment, 
which was the reaſon I had treated it ſo 


cavalierly: and to ſhew him how light 
it lay upon my mind, I dropped the 


ſubje& entirely; and whilſt he waited 
upon me at ſupper, talked to him with 
more than uſual gaiety about Paris, and 
of the opera cumique. La Fleur had 
been there himſelf, and had followed 
me through the ſtreets as far as the 
book ſeller's ſhop ; but ſeeing me come 


out with the young fille de chambre, 


an” that we walked down the Quai de 
Cop ti together, La Fleur deemed it un- 
neceſſary to follow me a ſtep farther— 
ſo making his own reflections upon it, 
he took a ſhorter cut—and got to the 
hotel in time to be informed of the 
affair of the police againſt my arrival. 
As ſoon as the honeft creature had 
taken away, and gone down to ſup him- 
ſelf, I then began to think a little ſe- 
riouſly about my fituation. 
— And here, I know, Eugeniu 
© thou wilt ſmile at the remembrance 9g 
© a ſhort dialogue which paſſed betwixt 
© us the moment I. was going to ſet 
out: -I muſt tell it here. | 
Eugenius knowing that I was as 
little ſubje& to be overburdened with 
money as thought, 7 drawn me aſide 
e 


] 
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to interrogate me how much I had taken 
© care for; upon telling the exact ſum, 
Eugenius ſhook his head, and ſaid it 
would not do; ſo pulled out his purſe, 
in order to empty it into mine. 
have enough in conſcience, Eugenius, 
faid 1. Indeed, Vorick, you have 
not, replied Eugenius — I know 
France and Italy better than you,'— 
But yon don't. conſider, Eugenius, 
40 I, refuſing his offer, © that before I 
have been three days in Pais, I Thall 
take care to {ay or do ſomething or 
other for which I hall get clapped 
*-up into the Baſtile, and that I ſhall 
< live there a couple of months entirely 
at the King of France's expence.'— 
© I beg pardon, ſaid Eugenius drily; 
really I had forgot that reſource,” 


Now the event I treated gaily came | 


ſeriouſly to my door. 
b ook it folly, or 1 or philo- 
y, or pertinacity—or what is it in 
me—that, after all, when La Fleur had 
gone down ſtairs, and I was quite alone, 
that J could not bring down my mind 
R 2 it „Beg ile than I had then 
ken of it to enius ? 
And as for the Baſtile! the 
Tos in the rr the 
- moſt of it you can, ſaid I to myſelf 
the Baſtile is but another word for a 


„ tower—and a tower is but another 


word for a houſe you can't get out 
f] Mercy on the gouty! for they 
© are in it twice a eat but, with nine 
* livres a day, and pen and ink, and 
paper and patience, albeit a man can't 
get out, he may do very well within 
© —at leaſt, for a month or ſix weeks; 


at the end of which, if he is a harmleſs p oy ter e 
tenderly awakened; or remember 


fellow, bis innocence appears, and he 
comes out a better and wiſer man than 
Z | 
T had ſome occafion (I forget what) 
to ſtep into the court - yard, as I ſettled 
this. account; and remember I walked 
down, ftairs in no ſmall triumph with 


the conceit of my reaſaning——* Be- 


„ ſhrew the /ombre_ pencil!“ ſid I, 
vauntingly—* for I enyy not it's powers, 
© which paints the evils of life with ſo 

- © hard and deadly a colouring, The 

mind fits terrified at the obſects ſhe 


© has magnified herſelf, and blackened: | 


© reduce them to their proper ſize and 
. © hue, ſheoverlooks them Itĩs true, 
laid I, correcting the propoſition, the 
* Baltile is not an eviſio be deſpiſed— 


but ftrip it of it's towerg-filt up the 


— 


© fofſe—unbarricade the doors call it 
s fimply a confinement, and ſuppoſe it 
© is ſome tyrant of a diftemper—and not 
© of a man—-which holds you in it— 
© the evil vaniſhes, and you bear the 
© other half without complaint.“ 

I was interrupted in the hey-day of 
this ſoliloquy, with a voice which I took 
to be of a child, which complained ir 
could” not get out, I Tooked up and 
down the paſſage, and ſeeing neither 
man, woman, or child, I went out with- 
out without farther attention. wv 

In my return back through the 
paſſage, T heard the ſame words re- 
1 twice over; and looking up, 1 
aw it was a ſtarling hung in a little 
cage I can't get out—I can't 
© out!* ſaid the Racing, 8 : ** 
I ſtood looking at the bird: and to 
eyery perſon who came through the 


paſſage it ran fluttering to the ſide to- 


wards which, they approached it, with 
the ſame lamentation of it's captivity— 
© I can't get out!” ſaid the ſtarling.— 
God help thee?” ſaid I, © but 1 will 
© Jet thee-out, colt, what it will.” 80 I 
turned about the cage to et the door 
it was twiſted and double · twiſted fo faſt 
with wire, there was no getting it open 
without pulling the cage to pieces —1 
took both hands to it. 
The bird flew to the place where I 
was attempting, his deliverance, and 
thruſting his head through the trellis, 
preſſed his breaſt againſt it, as if iner. 
tient I fear, poor creature! ſaid I, 
© I cannot ſet thee, at liberty. No, 
ſaid the flarling— I can't get out—L 
« can't get out!” ſaid the ſtarling. 
I yow I never had my affections more 


an incident in my life, where the diſſi- 
pated ſpirits, to which my reaſon had 
hoop a bubble, were ſo fadden ly called 
home. Mechanical as the notes were, 
yet ſo true in tune to nature were they 
haunted, that in one moment they over- 
threw all my ſyſtematick reaſonin 
upon the Baſtile; and I heavily walked 
up ſtairs, unſaying every word I had 
© Diſguiſe thyſelf as the wilt, ſtill, 
© Slavery!” faid I-—-* ftill thou art a 


© bitter draught! and though thouſands, 


© in all ages have been made to drink 
© of thee, thou art no lefs bitter on 
6 account. Tt is thou, thrice 


feet and ious goddeſs!” ad- 
dreſſing myſelf to LIBEKT You! _ 
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© all in publick or in private worſhip ; 
« whoſe-taſte is grateful, and ever will 
© be ſo, till Nature herſelf ſhall change 


© — No tint. of words can ſpot thy 
© ſnowy mantle r chymick power turn 


thy into iron — With thee to 
© ſmile upon him as he eats his cruſt, 
© the ſwain is happier than his monarch 
© from whoſe court thou art exiled—— 
© Gracious Heaven l' cried I, kneel- 
ing down upon the laſt ſtep but one in 
my aſcent, grant me but health, thou 
c great Beftower of it, and give me but 
© this fair goddeſs as my companion 
and ſhower down thy mitres, if it 
© ſeems good unto thy Divine Provi- 
.* dence, upon thoſe heads which are 
© aching for them!! p 


THE CAPTIVE. 
PARIS. 


HE bird in his cage purſued me 
into my room; I fat down 

— to my = - leaning my 
n my hand, I began to figure 

myſelf = miſeries of } 41 ' 92 
1 was in a right frame for it, and 
ſo I gave full ſcope to my imagina- 


tion. 

I was going to begin with the mil- 
lions of my fellow-creatures, born to 
no inheritance but-ſlavery: but find- 


ing, however affecting the picture was, 
19 into my remiſe the hour I 


that I could not bring it near me, and 

that the multitude of groupes in it did 

but diſtract m 

Il took a ſingle captive, and hav- 
ing firſt ſhut him up in his dungeon, I 

then looked through the twilight of his 

door to take his picture. 

I beheld bis body half waſted away 

with long expectation and confinement, 

and felt what kind of ſickneſs of the 
heart it was which ariſes from hope de- 


| — Upon looking nearer, 1 ſaw 
him pale and feveriſh: in thirty years the 
weſtern breeze bad not once fanned his 


| blood—be had ſeen no fun, no moon, 
in all that time—nor had the voice of 


friend or Kinſman breathed through his 


lattice His children 

BZ3ut here my heart began to bleed 

And I was forced to go on with 
another part of the portrait. 

Nile was fitting upon the ground upon 

a little ſtraw, in the fartheſt corner of 
Xp Lana which was alternately his 


chair and bed: & little calendar of 
ſmall fticks were laid at the head, 
notched, all over with the diſmal days 
and nights he had paſſed there—he had 
one of theſe little ticks in his hand, 
and with a ruſty nail he was etching 
another day of miſery to add to the heap. 
As I darkened the little light he had, 
he lifted up a hopeleſs eye towards the 
door, then caſt it down — ſhook his 
head, and went on with his work of 
affliction. I heard his chains = 
his legs, as be turned his body to 
his little tick upon the bundle—He 
ve a deep figh—T faw the iron enter 
nto his ſoul—I burſt into tear. I 
could not ſuſtain the picture of con- 
finement which my fancy had drawn— 


I ſtarted up from — 8 air, and call- 
m 


ing La Fleur, I bid him beſpeak me a 
remiſe, and have it ready at the door of 


the hotel by nine in the morning. 


— I'll go directly, ſaid 1, * my- 
© ſelf, to Monfieur Le Duc de Choi- 
© ſeul,” | 

La Fleur would have put me to bed; 
but not willing he ſhould ſee any thing 
upon my cheek which would coft the 
honeſt fellow a heart ache—I told him 
I would go to bed by myſelf—and bid 
him go do the ſame. 


THE STARLING. 


ROAD TO VERSAILLES, 


iſed: La Fleur got up behind, 

and I bid the coachman make the beſt 
of his way to Verſailles. * 

As there was nothing in this road, 
er rather nothing which I look for in 
t avelling, I cannot fill up the blank 
better than with a ſhort hiſtory of this 
ſelf-ſame bird, which became the ſub- 
je& of the laſt chaper. 1 

Whilit the Honourable Mr. * 
was waiting fora wind at Dover, it had 
been caught upon the cliffs before it 
could well fly, by an Engliſh lad who 
was his groom; who notcaring to de- 
ſtroy it, had taken it in his breaſt into 
the packet—and by courſe of feeding 
it, and taking it once under his pro- 
tection, in a day or two grew fond of 
it, and got it ſafe along with him to 
Paris. | , 

At Paris the lad had laid out a livre 
in wa boo the ſtarling, and as 
4 9 


* 


e a, 


36 SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 


he had little to do better the five 
months his maſter ſtaid there, he taught 
It in his mother's tongue the four ſimple 
words (and no more)—to which I 
owned myſelf ſo much it's debtor. 

Upon his maſter's going on for Italy 
the lad had given it to the maſter of 
the hotel But his little ſong for liberty 
being in an unknown language at Paris, 
the bird had little or no ſtore ſer by 
him—ſo La Fleur bought both bim and 
his cage for me for a bottle of Bur- 
gundy. 

In my return from Italy I brought 
him with me to the country in whoſe 
language he had learned his notes—and 
telling the ſtory of him to Lord A—, 
Lord A. begged the bird of me—In a 
week Lord 
Lord B. made a preſent of him to 
Lord C—; and Lord C.'s gentleman 
_ fold him to Lord. D.'s for a ſhilling— 
Lord D. gave him to Lord E—, and 
and ſo on—half round the alphabet— 
From that rank he 1 into the lower 
Houſe, and paſſed the hands of as many 
_ commoners—But as all theſe wanted 
to get in—and my bird wanted to get 
out he had almoſt as little ſtore ſet by 
him in London as in Paris. 

It is impoſſible but many of my 
readers mult } have heard of him; and 
if any by mere chance have ever ſeen 
him—T beg leave to inform them, that 
that bird was my bird—or ſome vile 
copy ſet up to repreſent him. 

I have nothing farther to add vpon 
him, but that from that time to this, I 
have borne this poor ſtarling as the 
creſt to my arm Thus — 


w——And let the heralds officers twiſt 


his neck about if they dare, 


gave him to Lord B—; 


© will do,” ſaid 
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THE "ADDRESS. 


| Vasa N 
I Wald vor like to have my enem\ 
take a view of my mind when | 

am going to aſk protection of * man; 

for which reaſon I generally endeavour 


to protect myſelf: but this going to 


Monſieur Le Duc de C was an 
act of compulſion-—had it been an act 
of choice, I ſhould have done it, I 


ſuppoſe, like other people. 


How many mean plans of dirty ad- 
dreſs, as I went along, did my ſervile 
heart form I deſerved the Baſtile for 
every one of them. | | 

Then nothing would ſerve me, when 
I got within fight of Verſailles, but 
putting words and ſentences together, 
and conceiving attitudes and tones to 
wreath myſelf into Monſieur Le Duc 
de C9280 2 * 

I, © Juſt as well,” re- 
torted I again, * as a coat carried up 


© to him by an adventurous taylor, 


© without taking his meaſure— Fool l 
continued I, * ſee Monſieur Le Duc's 
«© face firſt—obſerve what character is 
© written in it—take notice in what 
© poſture he ſtands to hear you—mark 


© the turns and expreſſions of his oy | 


and limbs—and for the tone, the fir 
© ſound which comes from his lips will 
« give it you—and from all theſe to- 
* pether you'll compound an addreſs at 
© once upon the ſpot, which cannot 
© diſguſt the duke—the ingredients are 
6 his own, and moſt py to go down.” 
Well, ſaid I, © I wiſh it well over!” 
“ Coward again! as if man to man 
was not equal throughout the whole 
furface of the globe; and if in the 
field hy not face to face in the ca- 
binet, too? And truſt me, Vorick, 
whenever it is not ſo, man is falſe to 
himſelf, and betrays his own ſuc- 
cours ten times where nature does it 
once. Go to the Duc de C with 
the Baſtile in thy 2 life for 
it, thou wilt be ſent back to Paris in 
half an hour with an eſcort!” © 
© I believe ſo, ſaid I.—* Then Fll 
go to the duke, by Heaven! with all 
the gaiety and debonairneſs in the 
world.“ „ e enn 120008 
— And there you are wrong 
c again, replied I ; * A heart at eaſe, 
© Yorick, flies into no extremes tis 


1 =. a 


© ever on it's center, Well! well! 


cried 


graces — This 


» © 4 
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'tHied I, as the coachman turned in at 


the gates, I find T ſhalt do very well. 
And by the time he had wheeled round 
the court, LY ht me up to the 


door, I found Myſelt ſo much the bet- 
ter for my own lecture, that I neither 
aſcended: the ſteps like a victim to juſ- 
tice, who was to part with life upon the 
topmaſi—nor did I mount them with a 
ſkip and a couple of ſtrides, as I do 
when I fly up, Eliza l to thee, to meet it. 
As I entered the door of the ſaloon 
I was met by a perſon who- poſſibly 
might be the maitre d'hotel, but had 
mort the air of one of the under-ſecre- 
taries, who told me the Duc de C**** 
was buſy.— I am utterly ignorant, 
ſaid I, © of the forms of obtaining an 
© audience, being an abſolute ſtranger, 
and what is worſe in the preſent con- 
juncture of affairs, being an _ 
4 liſhman too.'—He replied, that 
not increaſe the difficulty.-I made him 
a flight bow—and told him, I had 
"ſomething of importance to ſay to 
Monſieur Le Duc. The ſecretary look - 
ed towards the ſtairs, as if he was about 
to leave me to carry up this account 
to ſome one. But I muſt not miſlead 
you, ſaid I—* for what I have to 


© ſay is of no manner of importance 
to Monſieur Le Duc de C****.-hut 


© of t importance to myſelf.'— 
Cf une autre affaire, replied he. 
Not at all, ſid I, to a man of 


« gallantry.'— But pray, good Sir, 
continued I, when can a ſtranger hope, 
to have acceſſe?*—* In not leſs than 
'© two hours, ſaid he, looking at his 
watch. The number of equipages 


in the court - yard ſeemed to juſtify the 


calculation, that I could have no nearer 
a proſpet—and as walking backwards 


and forwards in the ſaloon, without a 
ſoul to commune with, was for the 
time as bad as being in the Baſtile it- 
ſelf, I inſtantly went back to my re- 
miſe, and bid the coachman drive me 
to the Cordon Bleu, which was the 


- neareſt hotel. 


IT think there is a fatality in it—TI 


| ſeldom go to the place I ſet out for. 


LE PATTISER. 


VERSAILLES. 


EFORE I had got half-way 
down the ſtreet, I changed my 


mind, * As Lam at erſalles,' thought 


<' poſe the town is not very large, ſaid 


mind. 


I, „I might as well take a view of the 
© town.” 80 I pulled the cord, and 


ordered the coachman to drive round 


ſome of the principal ſtreets. I fup- 
begged pardon for 


I. The coachman 

ſetting me right, and told me it 'was 
very er and that numbers of the 
firtt dukes, and marquiſſes, and counts, 
had hotels The Count de B»***, 
of whom the bookſeller at the Qi de 
Conti had ſpoke ſo handſomely the 
night before, came inſtantly into my 
And why ſhould I not go," 
thought I, © to the Count de 8%, 
* who has ſo high an idea of Engliſh 
* books, and Engliſh men—and tell 


© him my ſtory?” So I changed my 


mind a ſecond time—In truth, it was 


the third; for I had intended that day 
for Madame de R. in the Rue St. 


Pierre, and had devoutly ſent her word 
by her fille de chambre that I would af- 
ſuredly wait upon her—But I am go- 
verned by circumſtances—I cannot 
vern them: ſo, ſeeing a man ſtanding 
with a baſket on the other fide of the 
ſtreet, as if he had ſomething to ſell, 
I bid La Fleur go up to him, and en 
quire for the count's hotel. | 
La Fleur returned a little pale: and 
told me it was a Chevalier de St. Louis 
ſelling pates. It is impoſſible, La 


Fleur, faid I, -La Fleur could no 


more account for the phænomenon than 
myſelf; but perſiſted in his ſtory : he 
had ſeen the croix ſet in gold, with it's 
red ribband, he ſaid, tied to his but- 


ton- hole—and had looked into the baſ- 


ket, and ſeen the pat&s which the che- 


valier was ſelling; ſo could not be miſ- 


taken in that. 
Such a reverſe in man's life awakens 
a better principle than curiofity: I 


could not help looking for ſome time at 


him as I ſat in the remiſe—the more I 
looked at him, his croiæx and his baſket, 
the ſtronger they wove themſelves into 
my brain got out of the remiſe, and 
went towards him. 

He was begirt with a clean linen 
apron which fell: below his knees, and 
with a fort of a bib that went half-way 
up his breaſt; upon the top of this, but 
a little below the hem, hung his croix. 
His baſket of little pates was covered 
over with-a white damaſk napkin; ano- 
ther of the ſame kind was ſpread at the 
bottom; and there was a look of pro- 
frets and neatneſs throughout, that ane 
| might 


N 
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might have bought his pater of him, 
as mach from appetite as ſentiment. 


made an of them to neither; 
1 0 Ty — at the corner 


| a hotel, for thoſe to buy who choſe 
It, without ſolicitation. 9 
He was about forty- eight of a ſe- 
date look, ſomething approaching to 
gravity. I did not ——— vent 
up rather to the baſket than him and 


one of his pates into my hand —I beg - 
he would explain the ce 

— affected — | . 
He told me in a few words, that the 
beſt part of his life had paſſed in the 
ſervice, in which, after ſpending a ſmall 
patrimony, he had obtained a company 


und the croix with it; but that at the 


concluſion of the laſt peace, his regi- 
ment being reformed,” and the whole 


corps, with thoſe of ſome other regi- 


ments, left without any proviſion, he 
Found himſelf in a wide world, with - 
out friends, without a livre and, in- 
© deed,” faid he, without any thing 
* but this. (Pointing, as he ſaid it, 
to his croix.)—* The poor chevalier 


won my pity, and he finiſhed:the ſcene 
with winning my eſteem too. 


The king, he ſaid, was the moſt ge- 
ty 


- pereus of princes ; but his genero 


eould neither relieve or reward every 


one, and it was only his misfortune to 


be amongſt the number. He had a lit- 
fle wife, he ſaid, whom he loved, who 
did the patiſſerie; and added, he felt no 
diſhonour in defending her and him- 
felf from want in this wayw-unleſs 


Providence had offered him a better, 
- It would be wicked to withold a plea- 
ſure from the good, in paſſing over what 


to this poor chevalier of St. 


Louis about nine months after. 


It feems, he uſually took his ſtand 


near the iron gates which lead up to 
the palace, and as his craix had caught 


the eye of n numbers had made 


- the fame inquiry which I had done.— 


He had told them the ſame ffory, and 
always with ſo much modeſty and good 
ſenſe, that it had reached at laft the 
king's ears - ho hearing the chevalier 


had been a gallant officer, and reſpeRed 
- by the whole regiment as-a man of ho- 


nour and integri 
Little trade by a penſion of fifteen hun - 


ty—be broke up his 
dred hvres a year. 


— As 1 have told this to pleaſe the | 
* Fader, | beg ho wil allow me to relate 


. lifted up the napkin, and taken 


another, out of it's order, to pleaſe 
myſelf-—the two ſtories refleRt light upon 
each other=and tis a pity they ſhould 


* 


THE SWORD. 
/ RENNES.. 


X 7 HEN Rates and empires have 
their periods of declenſion, and 
feel in their turns what diſtreſs and po- 
verty io l ſtop nat ta tell the cauſes 
which gradually brought the bouſe 


dq. E in Britanny, into decay, The 


Marquis &'E**** had ſought up againſt 
— om with — 

ing to preſerve, and fill: ſhew to the 
world, ſome little fr 


his anceſtors had been—their indiſcre- 


tions had put it out of his power. T 
was —— left for the little exiges 
cies of obſturity—But he had two 
who looked up to him for light 


thought they deſerved it. He had tried 
his ſword—it could not open the way 
fve—and 


— the mounting was too expen 

ſimple ceconomy was not à match for 
it—there was no reſource but com- 
In any other province in France, ſave 
Britanny, this was ſmiting the root for 
ever of the little tree his pride and af- 
fection wiſhed to ſee re- bloſſam—Put in 
Britanny, there being a proviſion for 
this, he availed himflt of itz and taking 
an occaſion, when the ſtates were afſem- 


bled at Rennes, the-marquis, attended 


with his two boys, entered the court ; 
and having pleaded the right of an au- 
cient law of the duchy—which, though 


| ſeldom claimed, he ſaid, Was no leſs 


in force—he took his ſword from his 
fide" Here," ſaid he, take it; and 
be truſty guardians of it, till bet- 
ter times put me ig condition to re- 
« claim it.“ 2 . 
Tbe prefident accepted the marquis s 
ſword — he ſtaid a few minutes to ſee it 
depoſited in the archives of his houſe, 
and departed. a 
The marquis and his whole family 
embarked the next day for Martinico, 
and in- about nineteen or twenty years 
of ſucceſsſul applicatiop to bufineſs, 
with ſome"unlouLed-for veſts from 
diftant branches of his houſe, returned 
home to rack his nobility and to f- 


part it, 1 


rr rAL Jounney: 


n was un incidlent of good fortune 
which wilt never happen to any travel- 
ler but à ſentis one, that I ſhould 
be at Rennes at the very time of this ſo- 
lemn requiſition: I call it ſolemn—it 
was ſo to me. Loa 
The marquis entered the court with 
his whole family: he ſupported his lady 
— his eldeſt ſon ſupported his ſiſter, and 
his youngeſt was at the other extreme 
of the line next his mother—he put his 
handkerchief to his face twice 
nere was a dead ſilence. When 
the martiuis had approached within fix 
paces of the tribunal, he gave the mar- 
loneſs to his youngeſt ſon, and ad- 
vancing three before his family 
he reclaimed his Word. His fword was 
ven him, and the moment he got it 
to his hand he drew it almoſt out of 
the ſcabbard—it was the ſhining face of 
üfſtiend he had once given up—he look - 
ed attentively along it, beginning at the 
hilt; "as if to ſee whether it was the 
fame When obſerving alittle ruſt which 
it had contraſted near the point, he 
brovght it near his eye, and bending his 
heat down over it—l think I ſaw a tear 
fall upon the place: I could not be de 
Geivec! by what followed. 
I ſhall find,“ ſaid he, © ſome other 


#2 


er uit he 


returned his fword into it's ſcabbard— 


made x bow to the guardians of it—and 
"with his wife and daughter, and his two 
_ ſons following im, walked out. 

- © how Tenvied him his feelings 


THE PASSPORT, 
14 22 +», VERSAILLES» | 
Found no difficulty in getting ad- 
1 mittance to Monſdur Ls Count de 
B . The fet of Shakeſpeare 
was laid upon the table, and he was 
tumbling them over. Iwalked up eloſe 
to the table, and giving firſt fuch a look 
at the books as to make him conceive I 
Knew what they were told him I had 
come without any one to preſent me, 
knowipg I ſhould meet with a friend in 


his apartment, who, I trufted,” would do 


K for me.—“ It is my countryman, 
the great Shak! ' faid I, point- 
ing to his works Et ayez la bonte, 


© mon cher ani, (apoſtrophizing his 
ſpirit, added I) © 4; me faire cf hun- 
xrur- la- * 


The count ſmiled at the fin 
of the introduction; and ſeein 
a fittle pale and ſickly, inſiſted upon my 
taking an arm-thair: fo I ſfat-down 
and to ſave hm con jectures upon à v 
ſo out of all rule, I told him ſamply of 
the jncident in the bookſeller's ſhop, 
and how that had impelled me rather to 

to him with the ſtory of a little em- 

arraſſment I was under, than to 
other man in France —“ And what 
« your embarraſſment—let me hear it: 
faid the count. So J told him the 
juſt as I have told it the reader. 

— And the maſter of the hotel, 
faid I, as I concluded it, will needs 
© have it, Monſieur Le Count, that 1 
5 ſhould be ſent to the Baſtile—But I 
have no ſions, continued I 
* for, in falling into the hands of the 
© moſt poliſhed people in the world, and 


- © being conſcious I was a true man, and 
W. not 


me to ſpy the nakedneſs of the 
© land, T ſcarce thought I laid at theit 
© mercy.—lt does not ſuit the gallantry 
© of the French, Monſieur Le Count, 
ſaid I, © to ſhew it againſt invalids;”- ' 

An animated bluſh came into the 
Count de B * * * *'g cheeks as I ſpoke 
this. Ne craignex rien—Don't fear; 
ſaid he. Indeed, I dont,” replied I 
again. Beſides, continued I, alittle 
ſportingly, © I have come laughing all 
© the way from London to Paris, and 
I do not think Monſieur Le Duc de 
Choiſeul is fuch an enemy to mirth, 
* as to ſend me back erying for my 
© pains.” M | 

— My application to you, Mon- 
© fieur Le Count de B. (makin 
him a low bow) is to defire_ he wil 


© not.* 
t good 


The count heard me with 
nature, or I had not ſaid half as much 
and once or twice ſaĩd “ Ce bien dit.” 
So I reſted my cauſe there and deter- 
mined to fay no more about it. 

The count led the diſcourſe: we 
talked of indifferent things—of books, 
and politicks, and men——and then of 
women. God bleſs them all!” ſaid I, 
aftermuchdifcourſe about them there 
is mot a man upon earth who loves 
them ſo much as I do: after all the 
© foibles I have ſeen, and all the ſatires 
„ have read againſt them, ſtill I love 
them; being firmly perſuaded that a 
man, who has not a ſort of an affection 
© for the whole ſex, is incapable of ever 
« loving a ſingle one as he ought.” 7 

He 
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©, Heb bien, Monſieur Þ Anglois!” ſaid 
the count, gaily.. © You are not come. 
©. to-ſpy the nakedneſs of the land 
© I belieye you ni encore, [dare ſay, 
t | that of our women——But permit 
© me. to. conjeture—if, par hazard, 
« they fell into your way, that the pro- 
© ſpe&t would not affect you,” 
T have ſomething within me which 
cannot bear the ſhock of the leaſt inde- 
cent inſinuation: in the ſportability of 
chit- chat I have often endeavoured. to 
conquer it, and with infinite pain have 
'hazarded-a thouſand things to a dozen 
of the! ſex. together—the leaſt of which 
I. could not venture to a ſingle one to 
in heaven. ae e 
Excuſe me, Monſieur Le Count,“ 
ſaid 1;;* as for the nakedneſs of your 


or 


© over it with tears in them and 
that of your women, yr at the 
| am ſo 
© evangelical in this, and have ſuch a 
« fellow-feeling for whatever is weak 
© about them, that Fwould cover it with 
© 2'garment, if I knew, how to throw it 
on- But I could with,” continued I, 
to ſpy the nakedneſ7 of their hearts, 
and through the different diſguiſes of 
s cuſtoms; climates, and religion, find 
£ out what. is good in them to faſhion iny 
© own by—and therefore am I come, 
It is for this reaſon, Monſieur Le 
Count, continued I, . that I have not 
5, ſeem the Palais Royal dor the Lux- 
s embourg—nor'the Fagade of the Lou- 
© yre—nor have attempted to ſwell the 
catalogues we have of pictures, ſtatues, 
and churches—I conceiye every fair 
being as A temple, and would rather 
enter in, and ſee the original drawings 
and looſe (ketches hung up in it, than 
the Transfiguration of Raphael itſelf, 
© The thirſt of this, continued I, as 
impatient as that which inflames the 
breaſt of the connoiſſeur, has- led me 
from my own home to France—and 
from France will lead me through Italy 
tis a quiet journey of the heart in 
purſuit of NATURE, and thoſe affec- 


make us love each other—and the 
world—better than we do. 

The count ſaid a great many civil 
things to me upon the occaſion ; and 
added, very politely, how much he ſtood 
obliged to Shakeſpeare for making me 


known to him. But, @-propos,” ſaid 


he Shakeſpeare is full of great things 


tions which ariſe out of her, which 


© —he forgot à ſmall, punRilio of an- 


© nouncing your name it puts you un- 


der a neceſſity of doing it yourlſelf,* 


| 2 | 
THE PASS PORT. 
VERSAILLES. +; 
HERE. is not, a more i 
T affair in life to me, than Bi about 
telling. any one who I am— for there is 
ſcarce; any body I cannot give a better 
account of than of myſelf; and I have 
often wilhed I could do it in, a fingle 
word—and, have an end of it. It. 
the only time 1 Eph my ys 
could accompliſh thiy to any purpoſe- 
for Shakeſpeare. lying, upon 1 
and recollecting I was in his 2 
took up Hamlet, and turning immedi- 
ay 1 the grave. diggers ſcene in the 
4, Llaid my Anger upon YORICK, 
and advancing the book 7 Ry — Ro 
with my finger all the way over 
name Mel Foici] ſaid 1. 
; Now whether the idea of poor Yorick's 
Kull was pu out of the count's mind 
by the reality of my own,, or by what 
magiek he could drop a period of ſeven 
or eight hundred years, makes nothing 
in this account—'tis certain the Bog 
conceive better than they combine—T 
wonder at nothing in this world, and the 


leſs at this; inaſmuch as one of the firſt 


of our own church, for whoſe candour 
and paternal ſentiments I have the high- 
eſt veneration, fell into the ſame miſtake 
in the very ſame caſe—He could not 
bear, he ſaid, to look into ſermons wrote 
by the King of Denmark;s;jeſter— 
Good my lord!* ſaid I, © but there 
© are two Yoricks—the Yorick your 
* lordſhip thinks, of has been dead and 
© buried eight hundred years ago; he 
© flouriſhed in Horwendillus's court 
* the other Yorick is myſelf, who have 
« flouriſhed; my lord, in no court. [He 
ſhook his head] Good God ſaid I, 
vou might as well confound Alexan- 
© dey the Great, with Alexander the 
© Copperſmith, my lord,'—"T'was all 
one, he replied, | 

— If Alexander king of Macedon 
© could have tranſlated your lordſhip,” 


faid I, * I am ſure your lordſhip would 


© not have ſaid ſo.* 
The poor Count de B* * fell but 


into the ſame error 


Et, Monſicur, oft it Yorick?”" . 
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« Vous etes Yorick!” 


The count inſtantly put the Shake- 
ſpeare into his pocket, and left me alone 
l 


in his room. 
- THE PASSPORT. 


VERSAILLES, 


i 


Aste! 9 * 
| 1 Could not conceive why the Count 


deB* * had gone ſo abruptly out 


of the room, any mare than I couldcon - 


ceive why he had put the, Shakeſpeare- 
into his ——— which muſt 
em 


lain themſelves are not worth the loſs 
time which a cunjecture about them 


takes up: it was better to read Shake- - 


ſpeare. So taking up Much ads about 
Vothing, I tranſ myſelf inſtantly 


from the chair I ſat in to Meſſina in 


Sicily, and got ſo buſy with Don Pe- 
dro} and Benedict, and Beatrice, that 
I thought not of Verſailles, the Count, 


or the Paſſ. t. b " n q 
Sweet liability of man's ſpirit, that 


can at once ſurrender itſelf to illuſions, - 


which cheat expectation and ſorrow of 
their weary moments !—Long—long 
ſince had ye numbered out my days, 
had I naf-trod ſo great a part of them 
upon thixenchanted ground! When my 


way is too rough for my feet, or too 


Keep for my ſtrength, I get off it, to 


ſome ſmooth velvet path which fancy 


has ſcattered over with roſe-buds of de- 
lights; and having taken a few turns in 
it, come back ſtrengthened and refreſhed 
— W hen evils preſs ſore upon me, and 
there is no retreat from them jn this- 
world, then I take a new courſe—1 leave 
it—and as I have a clearer idea of the 
lyſian fields than I have of heaven, I 
force myſelf, like ZEneas, into them 
I ſee him meet the penſive ſhade of his 
forſaken Dido, and wiſh to recognize it 
— 1 ſee the injured ſpirit wave her head, 
and turn off ſilent from the author of 
her miſeries and diſhonours— l loſe the 
feelings for myſelf in her's, and in thoſe 
affections which were wont to make me 
movrn for her when I was at ſchool. 
Surely this is not walking in a vain 
nor does man diſquiet himſelf 
in vain by i{—he oftener does ſo in truſt- 
ing the iſſue of his commotions to reaſon 


with my paſſport 
Le Duc de“ , aid the count, is 
© as good a prophet, I dare ſay, as he is a 
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the, tount.-* Je ie ſuis," faid. I. - 
©. Vous = Moi — moi, qui ai honneur 
© de vous parler, Monſieur le Compte.— 
©. Mon Diqu / ſaid he, embracing me— 


only can fafely ſay for myſelf; I was 


never able to conquer any one ſingle bad 


ſenſation in my heart ſo — as 

by beating upas faſt as I could for ſome 
ndly and gentle Tenſation to fight it 

upon it's own ground. 5 
When I had got to the end of the 


third act, the Count de B* * entered 


in his hand. Monſ. 


ſtateſman Un homme qui rit, ſaid 


te duke, “ne ſera —.— dangerenmxr. 


1 


— Had it been. for any one but the 
a — jeſter,” added the count, I 
could not have got it theſe two hours. 
—* Pardonnez moi, Monfieur Le Count,“ 
ſaid I, I am not the king's jeſter 
But you are het Poet Yes, — 
El nus plaiſantez?'—I anſwered, In- 
deed, I did 5 ww was not paid for itz 
—'twas entirely at my own expence. 

We have no jeſter at court, Mon- 
© fieur Le Count, ſaid I; the laſt we 
© had was in the licentious reign of 
© Charles II, -fince. which time our 
manners have been fo gradually re- 
© fining, that our court at preſent is ſo 
full of patriots, who wiſh for nothing 
© but the honours and wealth of their 


© country—and our-Jadies are all fo 


© chaſte, ſo ſpotleſs, ſo good, ſo devout 
© —there is nothing for a jeſter to make 
© a jeſt of.” N 

« Voila un per/iflage ! cried the count. 


THE PASSPORT. 


A the paſſport was directed to all 
lieutenant-governors, governors, 
and commandants of cities, generals of 
armies, juſticiaries, and all officers of 
juſtice, to let Mr. Yorick the king's 
jeſter, and his baggage, travel quietly 
along—l own, the triumph of obtaining 
the paſſport was not a little tarniſhed by 
the figure I cut in it—But there is no- 
thing unmixedin this world; and ſome 
of the graveſt of our divines have car- 
ried it ſo far, as to affirm, that enjoy- 
ment itſelf was attended even with a 
ſigh and that the greateſt, they kneww of 
terminated in a general way, in little 
better than a convulſion. 

I remember, the — and learned 
Bevoriſkius, in his Commentary upon 


the Generations from Adam, very na- 
F turally 


—— — 2——ñ . ——— — 
- * 
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turally breaks off in the middle of a 
note to give _ account to the — 
a oo n the out- 

n . 
moded him all che time he wrote, and 
at laſt had entirely taken him off from 


Rs For ftrange!* writes. Bevo- 


riſkius——* but the facts are certain, for I 
have had the curiofity to mark them 
© :down one by one wi 


pen—but 
the — — during the little 
c time that I could have finiſhed the 


I. fated Yorick! that the graveſt 
af thy brethren ſhould be able to write 
that to the world, which ſtains thy 
face with crimſon, to copy in even thy 


ſtudy 1 


B t this. is nothing to my travels 
So I twice twice beg pardon for it. 


cnARAC TIER. 
- - ' » * (434 * . ; £ F 1 
* VERSAILLES. "a 


4 A ND how do you find the 


French? ſaid the Count de 


B., after. he had given me the 
Paſſport. 
he reader may ſuppoſe, that after 

ſo obliging a proof of courteſy, I 
could not be at a loſs to ſay ſomething 
handſome to the enquiry. - 

Mais paſſe, pour cela 8 
©! frankly,” laid he: * do you find a 
c. the urbanity in the French which the 
world give us the honour of? I 
had found every thing, I ſaid, which 
confirmed it. Vramem, ſaid the 
count — les 
To an exceſe, replied I. 

The count took notice of the word 


exceſſe; and would have it, I meant 
more than I ſaid; I defended myſelf *« pleaſant to feel but, in return, the 


a- long time a well as I could againſt 
it—he infiſted 1 — — 
I'would ſp ak my opinion frankly. 
. dale, Moaſieur Le Count, 
ſaid I, that man bas a certain com- 
4 paſs, as well as an inſtrument; and 
c thar-the ſocial and other calls have oc- 


in the upper or under 
which had incom- 


Frangois' font polis. 


that 


« fo that if you begin a note too high or 
© too low, —— be 88 
„to fill up 
the ſykem of Ahe Count 
de B * did not underſtand muſick, 
ſo deſired me to it ſome other 

© A poli nation, my dear 
count, ſaid I, makes y one 
© it's debtor; 
© itſelf, like the fair-ſex, has ſo many 
* charms, it goes againſt the heart to 
* ſay it can doll; and yet, I believe, 
there is but a in-line of perfec- 
tion, that man, take him al , 


is impowered to arrive at if he 
+ ———— Adin 
than gets them. I muſt not preſume 


to ſay, how far this has affected the 


French in the ſubject we are ſpeaki 


of but ſhould it ever be the caſe o 
©: the Engliſh, in the progreſs of their 
© refinements, to arrive at the ſame 

© liſh which diſtinguiſhes the French, 


if „s did not loſe the politefs di 


© cur, which inclines men more to 
6 humane actions, than courteous ones 


Due ſhould at leaft loſe that diſtinct 


« variety and originality of character 
© which diſtinguiſhes 2 not only 


© from each other, but from all the 


« world beſides.” | 
I had a few of King William's ſhil- 
lings as ſmooth as glaſs in my pocket; 


and foreſeeing tHey would bs of uſe in 


the illuſtration of beſfis; I had 
got them into my 2 had 
eeded fo far ; 


p See, Monſieur Le Count, ſaid I, 


riſing up, and laying them before him 


n the table" by jingling and rub- 
N one againſt Te or ſeventy 
years together in one body's 
* another's, — — 
© alike, you can ſearce diſtingui 
= willing from another. 1 82 

© The Engliſh, like ancient medals, 
© kept more apart, and paſſing but few 
„ people's hands, e the firſt 
0 ſſes which the fine hand of Na- 


ture has given them they are not ſo 


© legend is ſo viſible, that at the firſt 
© look you ſee whoſe image and ſupes- 
© ſcription they bear, But the French, 
Monſieur Le Count, added I, (wiſti- 
ing to ſoften what I had ſaid) © have ſo 
6 — encellencies, they can the bet- 
ter 


and, beſides, ur nity 


ave: pare this—they are a loyal, a. 
*: caſion"by-turay for every key in him; * gallant, a generous, an — 


„ 


SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 


© and good ered people, as ĩs under 
x N have à fault, they 
© are too /erious.” | 


Moes Dieu / cried the count, riſing 
out of his chair. N 
© Mais. wous 16-44 ſaid he, 

correcting his exclamation.— I laid my 
hand upon my breaſt, and with earneſt 
; gravity aſſured him it was my moſt ſet- 
tled opinion. | 

The count ſaid, he was mortified he 
could not ſtay to hear my reaſons, be- 
ing en to go that moment to dine 
with the Duc de C. 

© But if it is not too far to come to 
© Verſailles to eat your ſoup with me, 
I beg, before you leave France, I may 
© have the pleaſure of e you re- 
© tra& your opinion—or, in what man- 
© ner you ſupport it—but if you do 
© ſupport it, Monſieur Anglois, ſaid 
he, © you muſt doit with all your pow- 
< ers, becauſe you have the whole world 
© againit you. — I promiſed the count 
I would do myſelf the honour of Uin- 
ing with him before I ſet out for Italy— 
ſo took my leave, _ - 


| | 
THE TEMPTATION. 


WW HEN I alighted at the hotel, 
the porter told me a young wo- 
man with a band box had been that mo- 
ment enquiring for me. I do not 
© know,' ſaid the porter, whether ſhe 
© 18 gone away or no. I took the key 
of my chamber of him, and went up 
ſtairs; and when I had got within ten 
ſteps of the top of the landing before 
my door, I met her coming eaſily down. 

It was the fair filie de chambre I had 
walked along the Quai de Conti with: 
Madame de R * had ſent her upon 
ſome commiſſion to a merchant de modes 
within a ftep or two of the hotel de 
Modene; and as I had failed in wait- 
ing upon her, had bid her enquire if I 
had left Pa and if fo, whether I 
had not left a letter addreſſed to her. 

As the fair fille de chambre was lo 
near my door, ſhe returned back, and 
went into the room with me for a mo- 
ment or two whillt I wrote a card. 

It was a fine ſtill evening in the lat- 
ter end of the month of May——the 
crimſon window-curtaizs (which were 
of} the ſame colour of thoſe of the bed) 
were drawn cloſe—the ſun was ſetting, 


Ai though 


and reflected through 
tint into the fair 


it made me bluſh myſelf. e were 
— alone; and that ſuperinduced a 
—_ bluſh before the firſt could get 
of WS. 4 
There is a fort of a pleaſing half- 
ilty bluſh, where the blood is more 
in fault than the man—it is ſent im- 
petuous from the heart, and virtue flies 
after it—not to call it back, but to 
make the ſenſation of it more delicious 
to the nerves—it is aſſociated. — 
But I'll not deſcribe it. felt ſome- 
thing at firſt within me which was not 
in ſtrict uniſon with the leſſon of vi 
I bad given her the night ar a 
ſought five minutes for a card knew 


I had not one—T took a pen . laid 
x led—the 


it down again my hand trem 
devil was in nm. 

I know as well as any one he is an 
adverſary, whom if we reſiſt he will 
fly from us—but I ſeldom reſiſt him at 
all; from a terror, that though I may 
conquer, I may ſtill get a hurt in the 
combat—ſo I give up the triumph for 
ſecurityz and inſtead of thinking to 
make him fly, I generally fly myſelf, 
The fair fille de chambre came cloſe 
up to the bureau where I was looki 
for a card—took up firſt the pen I ca 
down, then offered to hold me the ink: 
ſhe offered it ſo ſweetly, I was going to 
accept it—but I durſt not I have 
nothing, my dear, ſaid I, to write 
upon. Write it, ſaid the, ſimply, 
© upon any thing. 

I was juſt going to cry out, Then 
© I will write it, fair girl! upon thy 
6 lips, nn— 

0 "If Ido, ſaid I, © I ſhall periſh.— 
So I took her by the hand, and led her 
to the door, and begged ſhe would not 
forget the leſſon I had given her. She 
ſaid, indeed ſhe would not—and as ſhe 
uttered it with ſome earneſtneſs, ſhe 
turned about, and gave me both her 
hands, cloſed together, into mine—It 
was impoſſible not to compreſs them in 
that fituation—l wiſhed to let them go; 
and all the time I heid them, I ke 
arguing with myſelf againit it—and fill 
I held them on. In two minates, I 
found I had all the baule to fight over 
again—arid I felt my legs and every 
lunb about me tremble at the idea. 

The foot of the bed was within a 
yard and a half of the place where we 

F 2 were 


t the bluſhed—he idea of 


2 * n 
* 


— — 
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were ſtanding—1 had fill hold of Her 
Handg—and how it hap ned I can give 
no actount, but I neither aſked her 
nor drew her—nor did I think of the 
bed—but ſo it did happen, we both ſat 


down 


© T'll juſt ſhew you, faid the fair 
fille de chambre, * the little purſe I have 
© been making to hold your crown.” 
So ſhe put her, hand into her right 
pocket, which was next me, and felt 
Ne it ſome time—then into the left—— 
She had loſt 8 never bore ex- 
peRation more quietly—it was in her 
right pocket at laſt—ſhe wr; it out; 
it was of green taffeta, lined with a 
little bit of white quilted ſattin, and 
juſt big enough to hold the crown — ſhe 
put it into my hand—it was pretty; 
and I held it ten minutes with the back 
of my hand reſting upon her lap —look - 
ing ſometimes at the purſe, ſometimes 
on the ſide of it. * 

A ſtitch or two had broke out in the 


gathers of my ftock—the fair fille de 
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© great Governor of Nature l' faid I to 
myſelf 3 * wherever thy providence ſhall 


place me for the trials of my virtue 
© —whatever is my danger—what- 


«© ever is my ſituation--let me feel the 
© movements which riſe out of it, and 
© which belong to me as a man—and 
© if I govern them as a good one, I 
© will truſt the iſſues to thy juſtice— 
for thou haftl made us, and not aue our- 
« ſelves.” i , 

- As I finiſhed my addreſs, I raiſed 


the fair fille de chambre up by the hand, 


and led her out of the room—ſhe ſtood 
by me till I locked the 'dd6or and put 
the key in my pocket—ard then—the 
victory being quite decifive—and not 
till then, I preſſed my lips to her cheek 
and, taking her by the hand again, 
led her ſafe to the gate of the hotel. 


j 
t — 


THE MYSTERY. 


PARIS, 


chambre, without ſaying a word, took 


out her little huſhve, threaded a ſmall 
needle, and ſewed it up-] foreſaw it 
would hazard the glory of the day; 
and as ſhe paſſed her hand in filence 
acroſs and acroſs my neck in' the ma- 
nceuvre, I felt the laurels ſhake which 
fancy had wreathed about my head. 

A ftrap had given way in her walk, 
and the buckle of her ſhoe was juſt 
falling  off—* See l' ſaid the fille de 
has, holding up her foot.— I could 
not from my ſoul but faſten the buckle 
in return, and putting in the ſtrap— 
and lifting up the other foot with it, 
when I had done, to ſee both were 
right—in doing it too ſuddenly—it un- 
avoidably threw the fair fille de chambre 
off her centre—and then | 


\ * 


THE CONQUEST. 


E S—and then Ye whoſeclay- 

cold heads and lukewarm hearts 

can argue down or maſk your paſſions, 

tell me, what treſpaſs is it, that man 

ſhould have them? or how bis ſpirit 

ſtands anſwerable to the Father of ſpirits 
but for his conduct under them? 

If Nature has ſo wove her web of 
kindneſs, that ſome threads of love and 
deſire are entangled with the piece 
muſt the whole web be rent in — 
them out? — Whip me ſuch ſtoicks, 


F a man knows the heart, he will 


know it was impoſſible to go back 
inſtantly to my chamber—it was touch- 


ing a cold key with a flat third to it, 


upon the cloſe of a piece of muſick 
which had called forth my affections 
therefore, when I let go the hand of 
the fille de chambre, I remained at the 
gate of the hotel for ſome time, look- 
ing at every one who paſſed by, and 
forming conjectures upon them, till 
my attention got fixed upon a ſingle ob- 


je& which confounded all kind of rea- 


ſoning upon him. 

It Sc gg tall figure of a philoſo- 
phick, ſerious, adult look, which paſſed 
and repaſſed ſedately along the ſtreet, 
making a turn of about fixty paces on 
each hde of the gate of the hotel—the 
man was about fifty-two—had a ſmall 
cane under his arm—was dreſſed in a 
dai k drab- coloured coat, waiſtcoat, and 
breeches, which ſeemed to have ſeen 
ſome years ſervice—they te ſtill clean, 
and there was a little air of frugal pro- 
perte throughout him. By his pulling 
off his hat, and his attitude of accoſt- 
ing a — many in his way, I ſaw he 
was aſking charity; ſo I got a ſous or 
two out of my pocket ready to give 


him, as he took me in his turn. He 


paſſed by me without "my any thing 

—and yet did not go five 1 

before he atked charity of a little woman. 
—I was 


eps farther - 


AI was much more likely to have given 
of the two.—He had ſcarce done with 
the woman, when he pulled his hat off 
to another who was coming the ſame 
way. An ancient gentleman came 
ſlowly—and after him, a young ſmart 

 one—he let them both pat and aſked 
nothing. I ſtood obſerving him half 
an hour, in which time he had made a 
dozen turns backwards and forwards, 
and found that he invariably purſued 
the ſame plan. - | 

There were two things very fingular 
in this, which ſet my brain to work, 
and to no purpoſe—the firſt was, why 
the man ſhould only tell his ſtory to the 
ſex—and ſecondly—what kind of ſtory 
it was, and what- ſpecies of eloquence 
it could be, which ſoftened' the hearts 
of the women, which he knew 'twas to 
no purpoſe to practiſe upon the men. 

There were two other circumſtances 
which entangled this myſtery—the one 
was, he told every woman what he had 
to ſay in her ear, and in a way which 
had much more the air of a ſecret than a 

ition—the other was, it was always 

ucceſsful— he never ſtopped a woman, 

but ſhe pulled out her purſe, and im- 
mediately gave him ſomething. 

I could form no ſyſtem to explain the 
phænomenon. 

I had got a riddle to amuſe me for 
the reſt of the evening, ſo I walked up 
ſtairs to my chamber, | 


THE CASE OF CONSCIENCE, 
PARIS. 


Was immediately followed by the 
L maſter of the hotel, who came into 
my room to tell me I muſt provide lodg- 
ings elſewhere.—“ How fo, friend?“ 
ſaid I. He anſwered, I had had a young 
woman locked up with me two hours 
that evening in my bed-chamber, and 
it was againſt the rules of his houſe, 
Very well,” ſaid I, © we'll all part 
© friends, then—for the girl is no worſe 
* —and I am no worie—and you will 
* be juſt as I found you. —“ It was 
enough, he ſaid, to overthrow the 
credit of his hotel. —“ Yoyez vous, 
© Monfieur ! ſaid he, pointing to the 
foot of the bed we had been fittin 
upon——-I own, it had ſomething 
the appearance of an evidence; bur my 


pride not ſuffering me to enter into avy 
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detail of the caſe, I exhorted him to 
let his ſoul ſleep in peace, as I reſolved 


to let mine do that night, 'and that I 


would diſch what I owed him a 
breakfaſt. Fr NN F 
.© I ſhould not have minded, Mon- 
* fieur,” ſaid he, © if you had had twenty 
« girls.'— "Tis a ſcore more, replied 
I, interrupting him, © than Lever reck- 
© oned upon. Provided,” added he, 
© it had been in the morning.“ 
© does the difference of the time of the 
© day, at Paris, make a difference in 
* the fin ?'—Tt made a difference, he 
ſaid, in the ſcandal. ——I like a good 
diſtinction in my heart; and cannot [a 
I was intalerably out of temper with 
the man,—* I own it is neceſſary," re- 
aſſumed the maſter of the hotel, © that 
* a ſtranger at Paris ſhould have the op- 
© portunities preſented to him of buy- 
ing lace, and ſilk ſtockings, and ruffles, 
et tout celg—and it is nothing if a 
© woman comes with a hand-box.'==O* 
© my conſcience,” {aid I, * ſhe had one 
© but I never looked into it. Then, 
* Monfieur,” ſaid he, © has bought no- 
* thing ?'—* Not one earthly thing,” 
replied IJ. Becauſe,” faid he, I 


© could recommend one to you who 


would uſe you en conſcience.— But 
© I muſt ſee her this night, ſaid I. 
He made me a low bow, and walked 
down. | 

© Now ſhall I triumph over this 
© maitred'botel cried I And what 
* then?'—Then I ſhall let him ſee I 
know he is a dirty fellow. And what 
then? What then -I was too near 
myſelf to ſay it was for the ſake af 
others.— I had no go good anſwer left; 
— there was more of ſpleen than prin- 
ciple in my project, and I was ſick of 
it before the execution, 

In a few minutes the griſſet came in 
with her box of lace—* I'll buy no- 
© thing, however, ſaid I, within my- 


ſelf. 


The griſſet would ſhew me every 
thing I was hard to pleaſe—ſhe would 
not ſeem to ſee it—ſhe opened her little 
magazine, and laid all her laces one 
after another before me—unfolded and 
folded them up again one by one with 
the moſt patient ſweetneſs—I might buy 
or not—ſhe would let me have every 
thing at my own price—The poor crea 
ture ſeemed anxious to get a penny; 


and laid herſelf out to win me, and not 


ſo much in a manner which ſeemed 
| artful, 


— And 


n ——— 2 
—ͤ——p— —„ 


— ——— x — — — — — — 
* 
_ 


— ——_ 6 4.96 — 


46 | SENTIMENTAL JOURNEY. 


artful, 38 jp one I felt fimple and ca- 


ng. | 
I There is not a fund of honeſt cul- 
libility in man, ſo much the worſe— 
my heart relented, and I gave up m 
ſecond reſolution as quietly at the firſt. 
Why ſhould 1 chaſtiſ one for the 
"© treſpaſs e If * art 4 
© butary to this tyrant an , 
thought I, Jooking up in her face, fo 
« much harder is thy bread !* | | 
T had not had more than four 
Louis-d'ors in my purſe, there was no 
* thing as rifing up and thewing her 
the door, fill I had firſt laid three of them 
out in a pair of ruffles. 
— maſter of the hotel will 
© ſhare the profit with her. No mat- 
ter—then I have only paid, as many a 
dor ſoul has paid before me, for an at 
Fe could not do, or think of, «3 


= 


THE RIDDLE. 
PARIS. 


HEN La Fleur came vp to 
: wait upon me at ſupper, he told 
me how ſorry the maſter of the hotel was 
for his affront to me in bidding me 
chan lodgings. 
1 Tho e A night's 
reſt will not lie down with enmity in 


his heart, if he can help it—ſo I bid La 


Fleur tell the maſter of the hotel, that I 
was ſorry on my fide for the occaſion I 
had given him——* And you may tell 
© him, if you will, La Fleur, added I, 
F that if the young woman ſhould call 
© again, I ſhall not ſee her. 

his was a ſacrifice—not to him, but 
myſelf —having reſolved, after ſo nar- 
row an eſcape, to run no more riſks — 
but to leave Paris, if it was poſſible, 
with all the virtue I entered it. 


Ce deroger d nobleſſe, Monſieur,” 


ſaid La Fleur, making me a bow down 


to the round as he ſaid it—* Et en- 


core, Monfieur,” ſaid he, may change 
© his ſentiments—and if (par hazard ) 
he ſhould like to amuſe himſelf ——" 
I find no amuſement in it, ſaid I, in- 
terrupting bim. J | 

' © Mon Dieu! ſaid La Fleur——and 
took away. | | 
In an hour's time he came to put me 
to bed, and was more than common] 
*officious——ſomething hung upon his 
lips to ſay to me, vor alk me, which he 


which be coyld not get off; I could 
not conceive what it was, and ind 

gave be qd little trouble to find it 
out, as I had another riddle ſo much 
more intereſting upon my mind, which 
was that of the man's aſking chari ; 
before the door of the hotel-—I woulc 


have given any thing to haye got to the 


a of it; and that not out of curio- 
ſity— tis ſo low a principle of enquiry 
in general, I 5 „ 0 purchaſe the 
gratification of it with a two ſous piece 
but a ſecrer, I thought, which fo 
ſoon and ſo certainly ſoftened the heart 


of every woman you came near, was a 


ſecret at leaſt eval to the philoſopher : | 


ſtone: had I had both the Indies, 
would have given up one to have been 
maſter of it. 
T toſſed and turned it almoſt all night 
ong in my brains to no manner of pur- 
poſe; and when/I awoke in the morn- 


ws, 7 found my ſpirit as much troubled 


with my dreams, as ever the king of 
Babylon had been with his; and I will 
not heſitate to affirm, it would have 
puzzled all the wiſe men of Paris as 
much as thoſe of Chaldea, to have given 


it's interpretation. 


LE DIMANCHE. 
- PARIS. - | 


T was Sunday; and when La Fleur 
came in, in the morning, with my 
coffee and roll and butter, he had got 
himſelf ſo gallantly arrayed, I ſcarce 
knew him, ; 
I had covenanted at Montriul to give 
him a new hat with a ſilver button and 
loop, and four Louis-d'ors,pour 5add- 
niſer, when we got to Parts; and the 


poor fellow, to do him juſtice, had done 


wonders with it. 

He had bought a bright, clean, good 
ſcarlet goat, and a pair of breeches of 
the ſame——— They were not a crown 
worſe, he ſaid, for the wearing -I wiſhed 
him hanged for telling me——They 
looked ſo freſh, that though I knew the 
thing could not be done, yet I would 
rather have impoſed upon my fancy with 
thinking I had bought them new for 
the fellow, than that they had come out 
of the Rue de Friperie. 

This is a nicety which makes not the 
heart ſore at Paris. | 

He had purchaſed, moreover, a hand- 

| ſome 
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4:4 lt Lid lacks a; * 
— Tuba chat go, La Fleur: 


en embroĩdered this was indeed ſaid 1 


ſomething the worſe for the ſervice it 
had done, but it was clean ſcoured 
the gold had been touched up, and upon 
the whole was rather ſhowy than other- 
e—and as the blue was not violent, 

it foited with the coat and breeches very 
well: he had ſqueezed out of the mo- 
ney, moreover, à new bag and ſolitaire, 
and had inſiſted with the fr5pier upon a 
ic pair of garters to his breeches- 
ces He had purchaſed muſlin 
ruffles, bien brod#es, with four livres of 
his own money—and a pair of white 
| 1 

all, nature had given him a — 
ſome figure, without cofting him a ſous. 
He entered the' room thus ſet off, 
with his hair drefſed in the firſt ſtyle, 
and with a handſome bouquet in his 
breaſt——in a word, there was that 
look of feſtivity in every thing about 
him, which at once put me in mind it 
was Sunday —and by combining both 


together, it inſtantly ſtruck me, that the 


favour he wiſhed to aſk of me the night 


before, was to ſpend the day as every 


body in Paris ſpent it befides. I had 
ſearce made ede when La 


Fleur, with infinite humility, but with 


a look of truſt; as if I ſhould not re- 
fuſe him, I would grant him 
the day, pour faire le galant vis-a-vis 
de {# martreſſe. ' | 

low it was the very thing I intended 
to do myſelf vis-a-vis Madame De 
RI had retained the remiſe 
on purpoſe for it, and it would not have 
mortified my vanity to have had a ſer- 
vant ſo well drefſed as La Fleur was, 


to have got up behind it: I never could 


have worſe ou rg 
But we m rel, not argue, in 
theſe embarraſſments the ſons and 
daughters of ſervice with liberty, 
but not with nature, in their contracts; 
are fleſh and blood, and have their 
ittle vanities and wiſhes in the midſt of 
the houſe of bondage; as well as their 
taſk-mafters—No doubt they have ſet 
their ſelf-denials at a price—and their 
tions are ſo unreaſonable, that 
I would often diſappoint them—but 


that their condition puts it ſo much in 


my pry to do it. 

© Bebold==Bebold, am the ſervant !* 
—difarms me at once of the powers of 
2 maſter vp” 


— And what miſtreſs, La Fleur,“ 
ſaid I, eanſt thou have picked up in ſc 
fNttle a time at Paris La Fleur laid his 
hand upon his breaſt, and faid it was 
5 — demoiſelle, at Monſieur Le Count 

e B. La Fleur had a heart made 
for ſociety ; and, to ſpeak the truth of 
him, let as few occaſions ſlip him as his 
maſter—ſo that, ſomehow or 
but how, Heaven knows—he had con- 
nefted himſelf with the demoiſelle upon 
the landing of the ftair-caſe, during the 
time I was taken up with m port z- 
and as there was time enough for me to 
win the count to my intereſt, La Fleur 
had contrived to make it do to win the 
maid to his. The family, it ſeems, 
was to be at Paris that day, ad he had 
made a . with her, and two or three 
more of the count's houſhold, upon the 
Boulevards. 

Happy people l that once a week, at 
© leaft, are ſure to lay down all your 
cares together, and dance and ſing, 
and ſport away the weights of grie- 
© yance, which bow down the ſpirit of 
other nations to the earth 


THE FRAGMENT, 
| wean 


12 Fleur had left me ſomething to 
amuſe myſelf with for the da 
more than I had bargained for, or could 
have entered either into his head or 
mine. ? 

He had brought the little print of but- 
ter upon a currantleaf; and, as the morn- 
ing was warm, he had b a ſheet 
of waſte paper to put betwixt the cur- 


rant leaf and his hand—As that was 


plate ſufficient, I bade him lay it upoa 


the table as it was, and as I reſolved to 


ſtay within all day, I ordered him to 
call upon the traiteur, to beſpeak my 
— and leave me to faſt by 
elf. 

ben T had finiſhed the butter, I 
threw the currant-leaf out of the win- 
dow, and was going to do the fame by 
the waſte paper but ſtopping to read a 
line firſt, and that drawing me on to a 
ſecond and third—T thought it better 
worth; ſo I ſhut the window, and draw- 
ing a chair up io it, mae 
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| Ie was in the old Freneb-Sf Rabe- 


lais's time—and, for augbt I know, 


might have been wrote by him—it was 
cover in a Gothick letter, and that 

ded and gone off by damps and 
length of time, it coſt me infinite trou- 
ble to make any thing of it—I threw 


it down; and then wrote a letter to 


Evgenius—then I took it up again, and 
embroiled my patience with it afreſh— 
and then, to cure that, I wrote a letter to 
Eliza—Still it kept hold of me; and 
the difficulty of underſtanding it in- 
creaſed but the deſireG. 7 

I got my dinner; and after Thaden- 


* lightened my mind with a bottle of 


zurgundy, I at it again—and after two 


of three hours poring upon it, with al- 


moſt as deep attention as erer Gruter 
or Jacob Spon did upon a nonſen 
inſcription, I thought I made ſenſe: of 
it; but to make ſure of it, the beſt 
way, I imagined, was to turn it into 
Evgliſh, and ſee how it would look 


then—ſo I went on leiſurely as a trifling 


man does, ſometimes writing a ſentence 
then taking a turn or two—and then 


Jaoking how. the world went, out of the. 


window ; ſo that it was nine o'clock at 
night before J had done it—1 then be- 
gan and read it as follows, 
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THE FRAGMENT. 
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. Neu. as the notary's wife 
* diſputed the point with 
the notary with too much heat“ I 
« wiſh,” ſaid the notary, (throwing 
« down the 'parchment) “ that there 
« was another notary here, only to {ct 
« down and atteſt all this.” 


t Monſieur ?” ſaid ſhe, riſing baſtily up. 
Ehe notary's wife was alittle fume 

of a woman, and the notary thought 
c it well to avoid a hurricane by a mild 


© reply—**_ I would go,” anſwered he, 


« to bed.” —** You may. go to the de- 
„ vil!” anſwered the notary's wife. 

© Now, there happening to be but one 
© bed in the houſe, the other two rooms 
being unfurniſhed, as is the cuſtom at 
© Paris, and the notary not caring to 
© lie in the ſame bed with a woman who 
E had but that moment ſent-him 'pell- 
£ mell to the devil, went forth with his 
© hat and cane, and ſhort cloak, the 


&* And what would you do then, 
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e. night being very windy, and walked 

out ill at Ne Pont Neuf. 
Of all the bridges which ever were 

© built—the whole world, who have 

« paſſed over the Pont Neuf, muſt own, 

© that it js the nobleſt—the fineſt—the 
© grandeſt—the lighteſt the longeft— 
© the broadeſt—that ever conjoined land 
and land together upon the face of 


© the terraqueous globe. HO 

\ [By this it ſeems as if the author of 
the fragment had not been a Frenchman. ] 

, * The worſt fault which divines and 
6. the doors of the Sorbonne can al- 
© ledge againſt it, is—that if there is but 
© a capful of wind in or about Paris, 
© it is more blaſphemouſly ſacre Dieu dc 
© there, than in any other aperture of 
the whole city—and with reaſon good 


* 


ical . © and cogent, Meſſieurs; for it comes 


© againſt you without crying, Garde 
% Zeau!” and with ſuch unpremedi- 
© table puffs, that of the few who croſs; 
«© jt with their hats on, not one in fifty 
© but hazards two livres and a half, 
« 75 is it's . E 
* The poor notary, juſt as he was 

« paſſing by the ſentry, inſtinctively 
« clapped his cane to the ſide of it, but, 
in raihngit up, the paint of his cane, 
. catching hold of the loop of the ſen- 
tinel's hat, hoiſted it over the ſpikes of 
the balluſtrade clear into the Seine. 
Ti an ill; uind, (aid a boat- 
© man, who catched it, * which blows 


* « xobody any good.” 8 


N 


The ſentry, being a Gaſcon, in- 
* continently twirled up his whiſkers, 
and levelled his harquebuſs. .,,_ 
Harquebuſſes in. thoſe days went 
© off with matches; and an old wo- 
man's paper lantern at the end of the 
© bridge 5 to be blawn out, ſhe 
© had boxrowed the ſentry's match to 
© light it —it gave a moment's time for 
© the Gaſcon's. blood to run cool, and 
© turn the accident better to his advan- 
tage Ji, an ill wind,” ſaid he, 
caiching off the notary's caſtor, and 
© legitimating the capture with the boat- 
« man's adage. 5 
The poor notary croſled the bridge, 
and paſſing along the Rue de Dau- 
« phine into the Fauxbourg of St. Ger- 
© main, lamented himſelf as he walked 
© along in this manner 
« Luckleſs man that I am!” faid the 
© notary, * to be the ſport of hurri- 
ce canes all my days—to be born to 
6« have the ſtorm of ill language le- 
- « yelled 


ö 
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« yelled againſt me and my pre ot of 


«« wherever I 
© marriage by the thunder of the church 
«4 to a tempeſt of a woman—to'be 


% driven forth out of my houſe by do- 


© meſtick winds, and defpoiled of my 
1, caſtor by pontifick ones—to be here, 
6e bare-headed; in a windy night, at 


« the merey of the ebbs and flows of 


© accidents—where am I to lay my 
« head ?— Miſerable man! what wind 
«c in the two and thirty points of the 
& whole compaſs can blow unto thee, 
4 as it does to the reſt of thy fellow- 
«© creatures, good!“ 

As the notary was paſſing on by a 
© dark paſſage, complaining in this ſort, 
c. a voĩce called out to a girl, to bid her 


run for the next notary no the no- 
a being the next, and availing him - 


© ſelt of his ſituation, walked up the 
© paſſagetothe door, and paſſingthrough 
© an old ſort of a ſaloon, was uſktered 
t into a large chamber, diſmantled of 
© every thing but a long military pike 
Aua breaſt- plate—a ruſty old ſword— 
© and bandoleer hung up equidiſtant 
cin _ different places againſt the 
©'wall, 

An old perſonage, who had here- 
© tofore been a gentleman, and unleſs 


© decayof fortune taintsthe blood along 


4 with it, was a gentleman at that 
© time, lay ſupporting his head upon' 
© his hand, in his bed; a little table 
© with a taper burning was ſet cloſe 
© belide it, and cloſe by the table 
© was placed à chair—the notary fat 
him down in it; and pulling out his 
© inkhorn and a ſheet or two of pa- 
< per which he had in his pocket, he 
placed them before him—and dipping 


© his pen in his ink, and leaning his 


c breaft over the table, he diſpoſed eve- 
© ry thing to make the gentleman's laft 
6 will and teſtament. 

« Alas! Monſieur le Notaire,” faid 
© the 'gentlemayn, raiſing himſelf up a 
© little, „I have nothing to bequeath, 


« which will pay the exp of be- 


4 queathing, except the hiſtory of my- 
2 fal, which I could not die in pond 
4% unleſs I left it as a legacy to the 
« world; the profits ariſing out of it 
« I bequeath to you for the pains of 
tc taking it from me—it is a ſtory ſo 
«© uncommon, it muſt be read by all 
1% mankind—it will make the fortunes 
« of your houſe.” The notary dipped 
bis pen into his inkhorn.— “ Al- 
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profeſſion 
to be forced into 


7 towards ; 
6% hand has led me on through ſuch'a 


« life!” ſaid the old gentleman, look - 
© ingup earneſtly, and raiſing his hands 
heaven — , Thou, Whose 


% Jabyrinth of ſtrange paſſages down 


into this ſcene of deſolation;” affit 
e the decaying memory of an old; in- 


a a” and broken-hearted man di- 
c my tongue by the ſpirit of th 
6 2 — oy! 
«« ſet down nought but what is written 
« in that Boox, from whoſe records,” 
« ſaid he, claſping his hands together, 
« am to be condemned or acquitted 1** 
The notaty held up the point of his 
pen betwix the taper and his 
t is a ſtory, Monſieur Le No- 


„ taire,” ſaid the gentleman, ** which - 


« vill rouze up every affection in na- 
% ture—it will kill the humane, and 
% touch the heart of cruelty herſelf 
« with pity.” 

— The notary was inflamed with 
a deſire to begin, and put his pen a third 
© time into his inkhorn—and the old 
« gentleman turning a littte more to- 
© wards the natary; began to dictate his 
© ſtory in theſe words | 
And where is the reſt of it, 
La Fleur?” ſaid I—he juſt then en- 
tered the room. | 


THE FRAGMENT, 
AND THB BOUQUET. 


Wr La Fleur came up cloſs 


to the table, and was made to 


comprehend what I wanted, he told me 
there were only two other ſheets of it, 
which he had wrapt round the ſtalks of 
a bouquet to keep it together, which he 
had preſented to the demoiſelle upon 
the Boulevard Then pr'ythee,” La 
Fleur, ſaid I, * ſtep back to her ti 


© the Count de B s hotel, and ee 


© if thou canſt get it. — There is no 
© doubt of it, ſaid La Fleur—and away 
he flew. 

In a very little time the poor fellow 
came back quite out of breath, with 
deeper marks of diſappointment in his 
looks than 2 ariſe * the ſimple 
irreparability of the fragment — Jie 
cite in jeſs. than two minutes _ 

r fellow had taken his laſt tender 
kame of her bis faithleſs. miſtreſs 
had given his gage d amaar to one _ 


% 
% o 
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50 
the count's footmen the footman to a 
young ſempſtreſs—and the ſempſtreſs to 
a fiddler, with my fragment at the end 
of it—Ovur misfortunes were involved 
2 gave a ſigh—and La Fleur 
echoed it back again to my ear— _ 
—— How perfidious!* cried La 
Fleur How unlucky !* ſaid I. 
l [ ſhould not have been morti- 


© fied, Monſie ur, quoth La Fleur, if 


N - 


ſaid I, © had I found it.” | 
Whether I did or no will. be ſeen 


© the had loſt it. Nor I, La Fleur, 


. 


hereafter. . 


THE ACT OF CHARITY. 
2 PARIS: © 


HE man who either diſdains or 
fears to walk up a dark entry, 
may be an excellent man, and fit 
for a hundred things; but he will not 
do to make a ſentimental travel - 
ler. I count little of the many things I 
ſee paſs at broad noon- day, in large and 
open ſtreets, —Nature is ſhy, and hates 
to act before ſpectators; aut in ſuch an 


unobſerved corner you I metimes ſee a 


ae ſhort ſcene of her s, worth all the 
ntiments of a dozen French plays 
compounded together—and yet they are 
abſolutely fine—and whenever I have a 
more brilliant affair upon my hands 
than common, as they ſuit a preacher 
juſt as well as a hero, I generally make 
my ſermons out of them—and for the 
text——Cappadocia, Pontus and Afia, 
Phrygia and Pamphylia—is as good as 
any one in the bible. | 

Tbere is a long dark paſſage iſſuing 
out of the opera comique into a narrow: 
ſtreet ; it is trod by a fe. who humbly 
wait for a e*, or wiſh to get 
off quietly on foot wher the opera is 
done. At the end of it, towards the 
theatre, it is lighted by a ſmall candle, 
the light of which is almoit loſt before 
you get half-way down, but near the 
door it is more for ornament than uſe: 
you ſee it as a fixed ſtar of the leaſt mag- 
nitude; it burns—but does little goo-{ 
to the world, that we know of. | 

In returning along this paſſage, I diſ- 
eerned, as I approached within. five or 
fix. paces of the door, two ladies ſtand- 
ing arm in arm with their backs againſt 


* Hackney-coach, 


fiacre—as t 
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the wall, waiting, as I imagined, for a 
hey were next the door, I 
thought they had a prior right; ſo edged 


myſelf up within a yard or little more of 


them, and quiet]y took my ſtand I was 
in black, and ſcarce ſeen. af; 

+ The lady; next me was a tall lea 
figure of a woman, of about thirty-ſix; 
the other of the ſame fize and make, of 
about forty; there was no. mark of wife 
or widow. in any. one part of either of 
them they ſeemed to be two upright 
veſtal ſiſters, unſapped by careſſes, un- 
broke in upon by tender ſalutations: I 
could have wiſhed to have made them 
happy — their happineſs was deſtined, 


that night, to come from another 


quarter. 0 | 
A low voice, with turn of ex- 
preſſion, and ſweet cadence at the end 


of it, begged for a twelve · ſous piece be- 
twixt them, for the love of Heaven. I 
thought it ſingular that a beggar ſhould 
fix the quota of an alms—and that the 
ſum. ſhould be twelve times as much as 
what is uſually given in the dark. They 
both ſeemed aſtoniſhed at it as much as 
my ſelf.— Twelve ſous!” ſaid one 
A twelve-ſous piece! ſaid the other 
and made no * ; 
The poor man ſaid, he knew nat how 
to aſk leſs of ladies of their rank; and 
bowed down his head to the ground. 
© Poo!” faid they—* we have no 


money. 


The beggar remained ſilent for a mo- 
ment or two, and renewed his ſuppli- 
cation. * * bay 37-4 

Do not, my fair young ladies, ſaid 
he, © ftop your good ears againſt mel 
——* Upon my word, honeſt man! ſaid 
the younger, we have no change. 
Then God bleſs you!” ſaid the poor 
man,. * and multiply thoſe Joys which 
you can give — without change! 
AI obſerved the elder ſiſter put her hand 
into her pocket“ I'll ſee, ſaid the, 
© if I have a ſous.— A ſous! give 
twelve! ſaid the ſupplicant. Na- 
© ture has been bountitul to you, be 
© bountiful to a poor man. 
I would, friend, with all my heart," 
ſaid the younger, if I had it. 

My fair charitable!* ſaid he, ad- 
dreſſing himſelf to 3 What 
is it but your goodneſs and humani 
© which «og bright eyes PA 
+ ſweet that they outſhine the morning 
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* even in this dark paſſage ? And what 
« was it which made the Marquis De 


© Santerre and his brother * much 


© of you both as they juſt by?“ 

The two ladies 2 — ace del; 
and impulſively at the ſame time they 
both put their hands into their pockets, 
and each took out a twelve- ſous piece. 

The conteſt betwixt them and the 
poor ſupplicant was no more=it was 

continued betwixt themſelves, which 
of the two ſhould give the twelve - ſous 
piece in charity—and to end the diſ- 
pute, they both gave it together, and 
the man went away. We 
THE RIDDLE EXPLAIN'D. 


PARIS. 


1 Stepped haſtily after him: it was 


the very man whole ſucceſs in aſking 


charity of the woman before the door 
of the hotel had ſo puzzled me—and I 
found at once his ſecret, or at leaſt the 
baſs of it—'twas Flattery. 
Delicious eſſence! how refreſhing art 
thou to nature! how ſtrongly are all it's 
powers and all it's weakneſſes on thy 
How ſweetly doſt thou mix with 

the blood, and help it through the moſt 
difficult and tortuous paſſages to the 
heart! 8 | 

The poor man, as he was not flrait- 
ened for time, had given it here in a 
larger doſe: it is certain he had a way 
of bringing it into leſs form, for the 
many ſudden caſes he had to do with in 
the ſtreets; but how he contrived to 
correct, ſweeten, concentre, and qualify 
it—T vex not my ſpirit with the enquiry 
—it is enough, the. beggar gained two 
twelve-ſous pieces—a 
tell the reſt, who have gained much 
greater matters by it. | 


* 
ARIS. 
» 
o 
e = 
* 4 


E get farwards in the world, 
not fo much by doing ſervices, 
ag receiving them; you take a wither- 
ing twig, and put i in the ground; and 
then you water it becauſe you have 
anted it. - . 8 
Monſieur Le Count de B , 
merely becauſe he had done me one 


* Plate, napkin, knife, fork, and ſpoon. 


me known to a 


they can beſt 
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1 | | 
kindneſs in the affair of my 
would go on and do me another, the 
few days he was at Paris, in making 
people of rank; 
and they were to preſent me to others, 
an * fn Yah 

ad got maſter o cret juſt in 
time to turn. theſe POO ſe forms little 
account; otherwiſe, as is commonly the 
caſe, I ſhould have dined or fupped a 
ſingle time or two round, and then by 
tranſlating French looks and attitudes 


into plain Engliſh, I ſhould preſently 


have ſeen, that I had gold out of the 
couvert * of ſome more entertaining 
gueſt; and in courſe ſhould have re- 

gned all my places one after another, 
merely upon the pripciple that I could 


not keep them,—As it was, things did 


not go much amiſs. | 

I had the honour of being intro» 
duced to the old Marquis de B97; 
in days of yore he had ſignalized him+ 
ſelf by ſome ſmall feats of chivalry in 
the cour d amour, and had dreſſed him- 
ſelf out to the idea of tilts and tourna- 
ments ever ſince The Marquis de 
B**#** wiſhed to have it thought the 
affair was ſomewhere elſe than in his 
brain — He could like to take a trip to 
England—and aſked much of the En- 
gliſh ladies. Stay where you are, I 
© beſeech you, Monſieur le Marquis, 
ſaid I :—* Les Meſſieurs Anglois can 
* ſcarce get a kind look from them as 
© it is. The marquis invited me to 
ſupper. | _ 

| Monſieur PY, the farmer-ge- 
neral, was juſt as inquiſitive about our 
taxes. They were very conſiderable, 
he heard — If we knew but how to 
collect them, ſaid I—making him a 
low bow. - _ | 

I could never have been invited to . 
Monſieur PY * * * 's concerts upon any 
other terms. * 

I had been miſrepreſented to Madame 
de Q** as an eſprit — Madame de 

*** wasan eſprit herſelf: ſhe burnt 
with impatience to ſee me, and hear me 
talk. I had not taken my feat, before 
I ſaw ſhe did not care a ſous whether I 
had any wit or no—lI was let in, to be 
convinced the had. — I call Heaven to 
witneſs, I never once opened the door of 
my lips. | 

Madame de V * *® yowed to ev 
creature ſhe met She had never had a 


G 2 more 


\ 
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more improving converſation with a 


man in ler Ie. 't 7 


ui Theta egos 2 
of a French woman ovnt, lookite down 
"© buta | word, — to the 


then - dei te : the empire 

during choſe is never loſt— the 

changes her ſub} efts—when — 2 
Sang more — 


it with flayes of © infidelity— 

and then with the ſtaves of the church. 
Madame de Ve was vibrating | 
-betwixt the firſt of theſe epochasr the 


colour of the roſe was fading faſt away: every 
to have been a deiſt five 


— the 
years before the time 1 had the honour 
mow my firſt viſit © 
placed me upon the" ſame ſ. 
with tet; for the ſake of diſputing the 
* of religion more tloſely— rt, 
adame de * told me ſhe believed 


us * + -, 


a Wea) Madame de Ves it might 
be her principle; but I was fore it 
could not be her intereſt" to level the 
out · works, without which I could not 
conceive how ſuch a citadel” as her's 


could be defended that there was not 


a more dangerous thing in the world 
than for a beauty to be a deift—thart it 
was' a debt I owed my creed, not to 
conceal it from her- chat I had not been 
five minutes fat upon the ſopha beſide 
her, but I had began to form deſigns— 


- _ is it and the the nid: 3 


vaſton they had 
5 10 _ vhich could have 
checked them as they iSſe u 
We ate not bn 499 I, tak- 
ing hold of her hand; and there is 
7 need of all reſtraints; till age in her 
© own time ſteals in and lays them on 
% but; my dear lady, faid I, 
kiſſing her band _ it is 5 N too 
46 ſoon * 

1 declare, I had the eros all over 
Paris of unperverting Madame de 
vs be affirmed to Monſieur 
D and the Abbe M***, that in 
one half hour I had faid more for re- 
vealed religion, than all their Encyclo- 

dia had ſaid againſt it—I was iſted 
rectly into M de vs o- 
terio—and ſhe put off the * of 
deiſm for two years. 

I remember it was in this ie, in 
the middle of a diſcourſe in which T 

was ſhewing the neceſſi of n frft cauſe, 
that the young Count de Faineant took 
me by the hand to the fartheſt corner 0 


* * 
4 323 


peopled her do- 
aniriions of the ſlaves 2 — ſhe re- 


ſaid a third. - 


through each ſtep 


e wh (MENTAL JAVANBY; 


the room, to tell me my ſoſitaire way 

pinned my 5 about my neck—* Tt 
nant,” ſaid the 
pon his own— 


6) 01 
=== And from the wiſe, 

Le Count,” re ied I, making bim a 
bow——""7 ib e 

"The" Count de Faineant embraced 
me with more urdour than ever I'was 
embraced by mortal man. © 
For three weeks together, I was of 
man's opinion I met. Pard: 4 
*. be Monfieur Yovick a autant d 
* que nous autres.“ Il raiſorme (phe | 
ſaid another.“ Cg e un ben enfant! 
And at this price I 
could have eaten and drank, and been 
merry, all the days of my life, at Paris; 
but it was a diſhoneſt fechoning—1 grew 


 afhamed of it—It was the gain of a 


ſlve'—cevery fentiment of honour re- 

volted againſt it the higher J got, the 

more was I forced upon my beggarly 
fem—the better the coterie—the more 
ildren of Argt—Tlanguithed for t 

of Nature: and one night, after a m 


vile \ gone of myſelf to baff a 
dozen di t people, I fick— 
went to bed ordered La ur to 
me horſes in e to ſet out f 
Ttaly.” = ; | 
MARIA 
| \ 
4 16 IS 
Never felt what the difiref of plent 


was in any one ſhape till now— 
travel it through the Bourbonnois, the 
ſweeteſt part of France—in'the x 
of the vintage, when e Is | 
ing her abundance into every one's 


and every eye is. lifted u By bo > journey 
uſic 


beats time to — ad all her chil-- 
dren are rejoicing as they carry in their 
paſe through 


cluſters—to this with my 
affections Hm e kindling ac 
eve every one 
Nr 
——Juft Heaven |—it would fill up 
twenty volumes —and, alas I have but 
a Few! ſmall pages left of this to croud it 
XL kar theſe muſt be = 


poor Maria friend Mr 

Shandy — with 2 b | 

"The Rory be had tad of that dif- 
ordered 
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ordered maid affefted me u lit 

in the read 7 feb 

in the'ne c e where the liyed, 

it tetornecd fo ſtrong into my mind, 

that W. not 8785 — ſe 2 
om e 40 go halt a league out of. 

- res > Phe £3 villa where her pa- 


rents welt, to en uir# after ber. 
It by ing, 1 — like the ; Knight 
oefu} Countenance, in qu 
ad v eſſtures but 1 
know not how 7 is, but T am never 
rfectly con ſcĩous of the exiſtence 5 
F ſoul within me, as when Lam en- 
tangled in them. | 
we 5 old mother came to the door; 
her lake told me the ſtory before ſhe 
ope aged her mouth—She had loſt her 
— he had died, ſhe aid, of ti 
anguiſh for the loſs of Maria's ſenſes, 
bout a. month before. be h 
Aared at firſt, ſhe 2 that it wou 
have plundered her irl of what 
little r 2 eft——but, 
on the contrary, 
2 100 —— could not 
reſt— r daughter, aid, cry in 
was windgivg Becher about ihe 
roa — 
yy does Ie beat lan · 
id as 1 Ale - by what _ 
| Flear, whoſe heart ſeemed on * 
« be tuned to joy, to pals the back of hrs 
© hand twice acroſs his eyes, as the wo- 
© man ſtood / and told th I beckoned 
to the poſtillion to turn back into the 


road. 
within half a 


melancholy 


When we had got 
e of 3 at a little opening 


| © the road ding 5 to a thicket, I diſ- 


r Maria ſitting under a p- 
5 mg was ſitting with her el 
15 ber hap, and her head leaning on * 
ſide within her hand—a ſmall brook ran 
at the foot of the tree. 
1 bid. the poſtillion go on with the 
chaiſe to 2 Ea Fleur to 


kan pe _—_— * that 1 would 


* She — dreſſed in 2 and wor 

, that 
wen — n ek was 
twiſted within à filk- net, —he had, 


fupei grower Vkewi$ to her jacket, a 
een” rigband, which fell acrofs 
' ſhoulder to 8 waiſt} at the Se 
n .——- Her 
deen 4 * — e over 19920 ſhe 


Nan 


had brought her 


SENTIMENTAL, 1 « of 


which ſtri 

her girdle; 221 AA bp 5 

grew him towards her with he Bog 
—* Thou ſhalt not leave me, 8) 55 


h. faid I looked in 4 


and ſa me was thinkin 

father than of her lover ng hers 42 15 
for, as the uttered them, the tears trick) 
down her cheeks. 

I at down cloſe by ber; and Maria let 
me wipe them away as they fell, with 2 
o handkerchief. II then ſteeped it 
my own-and pul in her's—and 1 — 


in mine — and t 1 her's aga in 


— and as I did it, 1 lt ſuch —— 
ſcribable emotions within me, as I am 
ſure could not be accounted for from 
wy combinations of matter and ma- 


1 am poſitive I have a ſoul.; nor can 
all the books with which materialiſts 
have peſtered the world, ever convince 
me to the contrary. 


a MARIA. 


; HEN Maria bad come a little 
to herſelf, I aſked her if the 
remembered a pale thin perſon of a 
man, who had ſat down betwixt her 
and her goat about two years before? 
She Gd? 
that time, but remembered it upon 
two accounts—that, ill as ſhe was, ſhe 
ſaw the perſon pitied her; and next, 
that her goat had ſtolen his hand- 
kerchief, and ſhe had beat him for the 
theft—ſhe had waſhed. it, the faid, in 
the brook, and kept it ever fince in her 
* to reſtore it to him in caſe the 
ould ever ſee him again—which, the 


added, he had half promiſed her. Ag - 


ſhe told me this, ſhe took the handker- 
chief out of her pocket to let me ſee ity 
ſhe had folded it up neatly in a couple 
of vine · leaves, tied round with a tendril 
—on opening it, I ſaw an S. marked in 
one of the corners. 
4 She — 0 that, * told me, 
rayed as far as Rome, walked 
5 St. Peter's once—and returned 
back — that ſhe found her way alone 
acxals the 4 eravelled 
over all Lombardy without honey 
and through the flinty roads of Savoy 
without ſhoew——How ſhe had borne 


ny pot wel the — "90 * ſhe 
« the 


ſhe was unſettled much at 


— ee - 65 LE 


—— 


4 broken 
Nature melted within me as I uttered | 


when we 


- + A wry i SOARES UNkʃͤ:··2———ꝛĩꝛöꝰ 
4 — _ 


"7 


1 1 — 7 0 T 43. 5s 
| 4 * the 110 4 faid M = *to the fl | r 


© lamb,” | 14 O08 
— © $horn, indeed! and to the quick l 


aid I; and waſt thou in my own 


land, where I have a cottage, I would 
take thee to it, and ſhelter thee: th 

„ ſhouldſt eat of my own bread, anc 
© drink of my own cup--I would be 


© kind to thy Sylvio—In all thy weak - 


© neſſes and wanderings I would ſeck 
© after thee, and bring thee back—when 
© the ſun went down, I would ſay my 
© prayers; and when I had done, thou 
© mould play thy evening ſong upon 
4 thy pipe — nor would the incenſe of 
my Re be worſe accepted, for 
c . along with that of a 
eart. | ; 


this; and Maria obſerving, as I took 
out my handkerchief, that it was ſteeped 
too much already to be of uſe, would 
needs go waſh it in the ftream.—* And 


« where will you dry it, Maria? faid I. 


I will dry it in my boſom,” ſaid ſhe; 
s it will do me good. | 
And is your heart ſtill ſo warm, 


Maria? ſaid 1. 


I touched upon the firing on which 
hung all . ooked with 
wiſtful diſorder for ſome time in my 
facez and then, without faying any 
thing, took her pipe, and played her 


| ſervice to the Virgin=——The ftring I 


had touched ceaſed to vibrate——in a 
moment or two Maria ret 
ſelf—let her pipe fall d roſe up. 
And where are you going, Maria?” 
ſaid I. She ſaid, To Moulines,'— 


Let us go, ſaid I, together. 


Maria put her arm within mine, and 
lengthening the ſtring, to let the dog 


follow in that order we entered Mou- 


% 


lines. 
MARIA. 


MOULINES. 


ob I hate ſalutations and 


ings in the market-place, 
oh Ty go is te of 

E 5 
2 Maria. a Ro" 
Maria, though not tall, was never- 
theleſs of the firſt order of fine forms 
affliction had touched her looks with 
ſomething that was ſtarce carthly==ſtill 


* 


EM T MENTAL jd AAsF. 


almoſt to Lyons 


ed to her- 


2 * A F 
* e | , 


#3 f 1 bk 3 Wir 4 
ſhe wal femining-——and fo much was 
there about, her of all the heart 
wiſhes, or the eye looks for.in woman, 
that could the traces be ever-worn out 
of her brain, and thoſe of Eliza's out 

k mine, the. ſhquld not only eat of my 


bread, and drink of my own cup, but 


Maria ſhould lie in my boſom, and be 


unto me as a daughter. 
ul. poor luckleſs maiden .* 
© Imbibe, the oil and wine which the 


Adieu l. 
* compaſſion of a ſtranger, as he jour- 
© neyeth on his way, now pours into 
© thy wounds—the Being who has twice 
; bruiſed thee can only bind them up for 


— " ”% 


THE BOURBONNOIS. . 


F was nothi | 
I T had painted out for myſelf fo 
joyous a riot of the affections, as in this 
journey in the vintage, through. this 

rt of Francez but ng through 


this gate of ſorrow to it, my ſufferings 


have totally unfitted me: in every 
ſcene of feſtivity I ſaw Maria in the 


back-ground of the piece, fitting pen« 


five under her poplar ; and I had got 
fore I was able to 
2 acroſs her. Lend DL 


hauſted of all that is pregious in our 


joys, or coſtly in our ſorrows! thou 


chaineſt thy martyr down his bed 
of ftraw—and it is thou who lifts him 


up to HEAv£N-—— Eternal fountain of 


our feelings! it is here I tracꝭ thee— 
and this is thy - *. divinity which fir, 
* auithin n not that, in ſome fad 


and ſickening moments, ys ſou forinks 


© back upan herſelf, and faniles 4 do- 
ffruction; — mere pomp of words 
but that I feel ſome generous joys 


erous cares beyond myſelf, all comes 


rom thee, r SENSORIUM 
of the world! which vibrates, if a hair 
of our heads but falls upon the ground 
in the remoteſt deſart ar creation.— 
Touched with thee, Eugenius draws 
my curtain when I lapgoiſh—hears my 
tals rer and blames the wea= 
ther for the diſorder of his nerves, 
Thou giveſt a portion of it ſometimes 
to the peaſant who traverſes 
the bleakeſt mountains—he finds the 

ted lamb of another's flocx 


"his moment J beheld him le 


s» 
1 
* 
w 


1 1 


of 


from which 


* — 


z 
Ee 
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with his head againſt his crook, with 
rebus. inclination looking down upon 


it Ohl had I come one moment 


© ſooner!'—Tt- bleeds to death ——His 
tle heart bleeds with it—— 
Peace to thee, generous" ſwain !— 
© I ſee thou walkeſt off with anguiſh— 
© but thy joys ſhall balance it——for 
© happy is thy cottage—and happy is 
© the "Back of it——— and happy are the 
© Jambs which ſport about thee? 


THE SUPPER. 


. ge gorge thefore-foot 
of the thill-horſe, at the begin- 
ning of the aſcent of mount Taurira, the 
poſhillion diſmounted, twiſted the ſhoe 
off, and put it in his pocket; as the aſcent 
was of five or ſix miles, and that horſe 
our main dependance, I made a point 
of having the ſhoe faſtened on again, 
as well as we could; but the poſtillion 
had thrown away the nails, and the 
hammer in the chaiſe-box being of no 
great uſe without them, I ſubmitted to 
on. 
* had not mounted half a mile 
3 when coming to a flinty piece 
road, the poor devil loſt a ſecond 
ſhoe, and from off his other fore-foot. 
I then got out of 'the chaiſe in good 
earneſt; and ſeeing a houſe about a 
quarter of a mile to the left-hand, with 
a t deal to do I prevailed upon the 
illion to turn up to it. The look 


of the houſe, and of every thing about 


it, as we drew nearer, ſoon reconciled 


mee to thediſaſter.—It was a little farm- 
houſe, ſurrounded with about twenty 


acres of vineyard, about as much corn 
Ind cloſe to the houſe, on one ſide, 
was a pojagerie of an acre and a half, 
full of thing which could make 


r Hop a French peaſant's houſe—and by 
on 


other fide was a little wood, 
which furniſhed wherewithal to dreſs 
it. It was about eight in the evening 
when I got to the houſe—ſo I left the 


poſtillion to manage his point as he 


could—and for mine, I walked directly 
The family confifted of an old - 
headed man and his wife, with five or 
ſix ſons and ſons · in · law, and their ſeve- 
ral wives, and a joyous genealogy out 
were all ſitting down er 

to their lentil-ſoup; à large wheaten 
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loaf was in the middle of the table; 
and a flaggon of wine at each end of it, 
promiſed joy through the ſtages of the 
repaſt—it was a feaſt of love. 

The old man roſe up to meet me, 
and with a reſpectful cordiality would 
have me fit down at the table; my heart 
was ſet down the moment I entered the 
room—ſo I ſat down at once like a ſon 
of the family; and to inveſt myſelf in 
the character as ſpeedily as I could, I 
inſtantly borrowed the old man's knife, 
and taking up the loaf, cut myſelf a 
hearty luncheon; and as I did it, I 
ſaw a teſtimony in every eye, not on] 
of an honeſt welcome, but of a wel- 
come mixed with thanks that I had not 
ſeemed to doubt it. 

Was it this — or tell me, Nature, 
whatelſe it was, that made this morſel 
ſo ſweet—and to what magick I owe it, 
that the draught I took of their flag- 
gon was ſo delicious with it, that 
remain upon my palate to this hour ? 

If the ſupper 'was to my taſte—the 
grace which followed it was much 
more ſo. 


THE GRACE. 


HEN ſupper was over, the old 
| man gave a knock upon the 
table with the haft of his knife, to bid 
them prepare for the dance: the mo- 
ment the fignal was given, the women 
and girls ran all together into a back 
apartment to tie up their hair—and the 
oung men to the door to waſh their 
ces, nd change their ſabots; and in 
three minutes 8 ſoul was ready, up- 
on a little eſplanade before the houſe, to 
in — The old man and his wife 
came out laſt, and placing me betwixt 
them, ſat down upon a ſopha of turf 
the door, 
The old man had ſome fifty years 
been no mean performer upon the 
vielle—and, at the age he was then of, 
touched it well enough for the purpoſe. 
His wife ſung now-and-then a little to 
the tune—then intermitted—and joined 
her 61d man again, as their children and 
grand · children danced before them. 

It was not till the middle of the ſe- 
cond dance, when, for ſome pauſes in 
the movement wherein they all ſeemed 
to look up, I fancied I could diſtinguiſh 
an elevation of ſpirit different from 
that which is the canſe or the effect of 

1 F {imple 


be envie 


4 


4 


I behel ion mixing in the dance; 
but as 1 bad never ſeen her ſo en- 
gaged, I ſhould have looked upon it 


now as one of the illuſions of an ima- 
is eternally miſleading. 


ination whi 
me, had not the old man, as ſoon as 
the dance ended, faid—that this was 
their conſtant way; and that all his life 
long he had made it a rule, after ſupper 
was over, to call out his family to 
dance and rejoice; believing, he ſaid, 
that a cheai — nd conterited mind was 
Nee ſort of 8 Heaven that 
an illiterate peaſant could pay——— 
ral Or a learned prelate either,” 


— 


THE CASE OF DELICACY, 


WY HEN you have gained the top 
of mount Taurira, you run; 
preſently down to Lyons—adiev, then, 
to all rapid movements! Tis a journey 
of caution ;z and it fares better with ſen- 
timents, not to be in a hurry with them; 
ſo I contraſted with a woiturin to take 
his time with a couple of mules, and 
convey me in my own chaiſe ſafe to 
Turin through Savoy. . 
Poor, patient, quiet, honeſt peo- 

ple ! fear not: yaur poverty, the trea- 
C Fry of your ſimple virtues, will not 
| 3 you by the world, nor will 

c your vallies be invaded by it.—Na- 
© ture! in the midſt of thy diſorders, 
© thou art ſtill friendly to the ſcantineſs 
© thou haſt ereated—with all thy great 
© works about thee, little haſt thou left 
© to give, either to the ſcythe or to the 
© 'fickle—but to that little thou granteſt 
© ſafety-and protection; and ſweet are 
© the dwellings which ſtand ſo ſheltered. 
© Let the'way-worn traveller vent his 

© complaints upon the. ſudden turns 
© an.? dangers of your 2 
rocks - your precipices— the difficul- 
© culties of getting up— the horrors 
© of getting down — mountains imprac- 
© ticable— and cataracts, which roll 
© down great ſtones from their ſummits, 
© and block up his road. The pea- 
ſants had been all day at work in re- 


moving a fragment of this kind be- 


tween St. Michael and Madane; and 
by the time my woiturin got to the place, 
it wanted full two hours of 22 
before a paſſage gpuld any how be 


gained : there was nothing but to wait 
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with patience— twas a wet and tem- « 
peſtuous night z ſo that by the delay, 
and that together, the wo!turin found 
himſelf obliged to keep up _ 
ſhort of bis ſtage, at a little decent ki 
of an inn by the road fide, 0 
I forthwith took poſſeſſion of my 
bed- chamber - got a good fire - ordered 
ſupper; and was thank ing Heaven it 
was no worſe— when a voiture arrived 
with a lady in it and her ſervant- maid. 
As there was no other bed-chamber 
in the houſe; the hoſteſs; without much 
nicety, led them iato mine—telling them, 
as ſhe uſhered them in, that there was 
nobody in it but an Engliſh gentleman , 


 —that there were two good beds in 


it, and a cloſet within the room which 
held another The accent in which ſhe 
lpaks of this third bed did not ſay much 
* . £ op nay there were 
three beds, and but three people—and 
ſhe durſt ſay, the — do 
ny thing to accommodate matters.-I 
left not the lady a moment to make a 
conjecture about it—ſo inſtantly made 
a declaration I would do any thing in my 
wer. 

As this did not amount to an abſo- 
lute ſarrender of my bed - chamber, I 
ſtill felt myſelf ſo much the proprietor; 
as to have a right to do the [2-5 of 
it—ſo I deſired the lady to fit down 
prefied her into thewarmeſt ſeat—calle& 
for more wood—defired the hoſteſs to 
enlarge the plan of the ſupper, arid to 

favour us with the very beſt wine. 
The lady had ſcarce warmed herſelf 
five minutes at the fire, before the began 
to turn her head back, and give a look/ 
at the beds; and the oftener ſhe eaſt her 
eyes that way, the more they returned 
per — thr: felt for her: for my- 
Lei, for in a ſe minutes, what by her 


looks, and the caſe itſelf, I found my- 


ſelf as much embarraſſed as it was poſ-' 

{ible the lady could be herſelf. __ 
That the beds we were to lie in were 
in one and the ſame room; was enough 
ſimply by itſelf to have excited all this 

— but the poſition of them, for t 
ſtood parallel, and ſo very cloſe to each 
other, as only to allow ſpace for a ſmall 
cker chair betwixt them, rendered the 
affair Rill more oppreſſive to us they 
were fixed moreover near - the fire, 
and the * of the chimney on one 
fide, and a large beam which crofled 
the room on the other, formed a kind 
of receſs for them that was no way fa- 
vourable 
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it was 
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vourable to the nicety of our ſenſations 
if any thing could have added to it, 
t the two beds were both of 
them ſo very ſmall,” as to cut us off 
from every idea of the lady and the 
maid lying er; which in either of 
them, could it have been feaſible, my 
lying beſide them, though a thing not 
to be wiſhed, yet there was nothing in 
it fo terrible which the imagination 
might not have paſſed over without tor- 
ment. 

As for the litle room within, it of- 
fered little or no conſolation to us; it 
was a damp cold cloſet, with a half- 
diſmantled window - ſhutter, and with a 
window which had neither glaſs gr oil - 

in it to keep out the tempeſt of 
the night. I did not endeavour to ſtifle 
my cough when the lady gave a peep 
into it; ſo it reduced the caſe in courſe 
to this alternative—that the lady ſhould 
ſacrifice her health to her feelings, and 
take up with the cloſet herlelf, and 
ahandon the bed next mine to her maid 
—or that the girl ſhovid take the clo. 
ſet, &c. &c. | 

The lady was a Piedmonteſe of about 
thirty, with a glow of health in her 
cheeks.— The maid was a Lyonoiſe of 
twenty, and as briſk and lively a French 
girl as ever moved. — There were dif- 
Reulties every way—and the obſtacle of 
the ſlone in the road, which brought us 
into the diſtreſs, great as it appeared 
whilſt the peaſants were removing it, 
was but a pebble to what Jay in our 
ways now——[ have only to add, that it 
did not leſſen the weight which hung 
vpon our ſpirits, that we;were both too 


delicate to communicate what we felt to 


each other upon the occaſion. 
We ſat down to ſupper z and had we 


not had more generous wine to it than 


a little inn in Savoy could have fur- 
niſhed, our tongues had been tied up, 
till neceſſity herſelf had ſet them at li- 
berty—but the lady having a few bot- 
tles of Burgundy in her voiture, ſent 
down her fille de chambre for a couple 
of them; io that by the time ſupper was 
over, and we were left alone, we felt 
our ſel ves inſpired witha ſtrength of mind 
luſficient to talk, at leaſt, without reſerve 
upon our fituation. We turned it eve 

way, and debated and conſidered it in all 
kind of lights in the courſe of a two 
hours negociation; at the end of which 


(ns we we eee , Y 


+- 
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the articles were ſettled finally betwint 


us, and ſtipulated for, in form and 
manner of a treaty of peace—and I 
believe with as much religion and good 
faith on both fides, as in any treaty 
which has yet had the honour of being 
handed down to poſterity. 

They were as follow: 3 

iſt. As the right of the bed-cham- 
ber is in Monſieur—and he thinking 
the bed next to the fire to be the warm. 
eſt, he inſiſts upon the conceſſion on 
the lady's fide of taking up with it. 

Granted, on the part « Madame: 
with a proviſo, That as the curtains 
of that bed are of a flimſey tranſparent 
cotton, and a r likewiſe too ſca 
to draw da that the fille de and 
ſhall faſten up the opening, either by 
corking-pins, or needle and thread, in 
ſuch a manner as ſhall be deemed a ſuf= 
ficient barrier an the fide of Monſieur. 

2dly. It is required on the part of Ma- 
dame, that Monfieur ſhall lie the whole 
night through in his robe de chambre. 

Rejected: Inaſmuch as Monſieur is 
not worth a robe de chambre; he 
baving nothing in his portmanteau but 
fix ſhirts and a black filk pair of 
breeches. a 

The mentioning the filk pair of 
breeches made an entire change of the 
article—for the breeches were accepted 
as an equivalent for the robe de cham- 
bre; and ſo it was ſtipulated and agreed 
upon, that I ſhould lie in my black 
ſilk breeches all night. 

zdly. It was inſiſted upon, and - 
pulated for by the lady, that after 
Monſieur was got to bed, and the 
candle and fire extinguiſhed, that Mon- 
feur ſhould not ſpeak one ſingle word 
the whole night. 

Granted : Provided Monſieur's ſay- 
ing his prayers might not be deemed an 
infractian of the treaty, 

There was but one point forgot in 
this treaty, and that was the manner in 
which the lady and myſelf ſhopld be 
obliged to undreſs and get to bed 
there was one way of doing it, and 
that T leave to the reader to deviſe ; pro- 
teſting as I do, that if it is not the moſt 
delicate in nature, tis the fault of his 
own imagination—againft which this is 
not my firſt complaint. 

Now when we were got to bed, whe- 
ther ut was the _ of the ſituation, 
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or what it was, I know not; but ſoit pay, wy. Land honour, Ma- 
al y 4 1 


was, I could not ſhut my eyes; I tried 
this ſide * and — os _ 
ed again, till a full hour after midnight; 
when Nature and patience wearing 
out O my ' faid I. 
w— You have broke the treaty, 


4 Monfieur," faid the lady —who had 


no more than my ſelf.— I begged 
A — — inſiſted it was 
no more than an ejaculatĩion — he main - 
tained it was an entire infractioti of the 
treaty -I maintained it was provi 
for in the clauſe of the third article, 
The lady would no means give 
up the point, though the weakened her 
mo for in the warmth of the 
diſpute, I could hear two or three cork- 
ing pins fall out of the curtain to the 
a ground. . s 


| | . ; -& 


hi 


way of 
that I would not have treſpaſſed againſt - 


the remoteſt idea of decorum for the 
1d) 8 1 4 
— hut the fille de chamibre hear- 
ing there were words between us, and 
fearing that hoſtilities. would enſue in 
courſe, had ſilently out of her 
cloſet, and it being y dark, had 


ſtolen ſo-cloſe to our beds, that ſhe had 


t herſelf into the narrow paſlage 
9 and had advanced 


ſo far up as to be in a line betwixt her 


miſtreſs and me a 


So that when I ſtretched out m 


» 


chambre 


hand, 1 caught hold of the fille 


4 


